Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on Hbrary shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http : //books . google . com/| 



,■2.^^ 



n 



QM Vtwplf tLfbnrg. 




CHARLES LAMB'S 

SPECIMENS OP 

ENGLISH DRAMATIC POETS 



CHARLES LAMB'S 



ILISH DRAMATIC POETS 



F SHAKESPEARE, 



ISRAEL GOLLANCZ, M.A., 




LONDON 
-M. DENT AND CO. 



TABLE OF RBFEBENOE TO THE EXTRACTS. 

Vol. n. 

William Kowlet. paob 

LXXXVII. AU's Lost by Lust . . . . 1 

LXXXVIII. A New Wonder .... 6 



"> 



William Rowlet, Thomas Dbkker, 
John Fobd, &c. 

LXXXIX. The Witch of Edmonton . U 

John Wsbstbb. 



XC. The White Devil .... 
XCL The Tragedy of the Duchess of Malfy 
XCIT. Appius and Virginia 
XCIIL The Devil's Law Case 
XCIV. Further Extracts from the same 


17 
31 
44 

47 
51 


Cyril Tournbur. 




XCV. The Revenger's Tragedy . 
XCVL The Atheist's Tragedy . 


54 
67 


Francis Beaumont and John Flbtchkr. 




XCVII. Philaster 

XCVIII. The Maid's Tragedy 
XCIX. Cupid's Revenge .... 


70 
79 

86 


Francis Beaumont. 




C. The Triumph of Love 


90 


John Fletcher. 




CL The Faithful Shepherdess 


92 



VIU TABLE OF EXTRACTS. 



PAOB 



CII. 


Dedicatory Verses, &c., prefixed to 






" The Faithful Shepherdess " 


104 


cm. 


Commendatory Verses before " The 






Faithful Shepherdess '* • • 


108 


CIV. 


Thierry and Theodoret . . 


108 


cv. 


Wit without Money . • 


114 


CVI. 


The Two Noble Kinsmen . 


117 


evil. 


Bonduca .••••• 


127 


CVIII. 


The False One . . . . 


131 


CIX. 


Love's Pilgrimage ■ . • . 
JosBPH Cooke, 


134 


ex. 


Green's Tu Quoque . , . . 


138 



Nathaniel Field. 
CXI. A Woman 's a Weathercock . . 189 

Robert Tailor. 

CXII. The Hog hath lost his Pearl . . 143 

/ 

^ Philip Massinoer. 

CXIII. The Unnatural Combat . • , 149 

CXIV. A New Way to Pay Old Debts . 152 

CXV. The Parliament of Love . . .154 

CXVL The Picture . . . . • 157 

CXVIL The City Madam .... 180 

CXVin. A Very Woman .... 164 

Philip Massinger and Thomas Dekker. 
CXIX. The Virgin Martyr ... 165 

Philip Massinoer and Nathaniel Field. 
CXX. The Fatal Dowry .... 167 

Fhilif Massinoer, Thoicas Middlbton, and Wiluam 

BOWLET. 

CXXI. The Old Law 170 

John Ford. 

CXXn. TSs Pity She 's a Whore . 177 

CXXIIL Love's Sacrifice .... 184 
CXXrV. The Lover's Melanchdy . .187 



CABUOr 



CXXV . Tha Bnkm Hflvt 
CXXVL PtokmWarfaMk 
CXXVn. Tha Lftdifli' IVml 



Jamb Sbiblst. 
CXXVnL Jjof Trieka , 

CXXIX. TlM Ifaid's lUfvagB 
CXXX. TlMBroilMn . 

CXXXI. TheTnitflr 
CXXXIL TbaChMigi , 
CZXXm. TIm Ezn^ . 
CXXXIY . The Gantlamaa of Tcniea 

CXXXY. Tha Ladj of 
CXXXVL Tha PblitkM& . 



RkkabdBbo; 

CXXXVn. Tha A^Mngns Gtfdaa 
CXXXVin. Tha 



215 



as 

•2SI 



CXXXTX. Tha Tn0^r o< 9«n> ... 240 
BoBoer Datetvove, 



CXU Tha Otj 5ig^it-Cap 
CJLU, King Jofaa and XatSdft . 


. 240 
. 244 


Thoxaa Dttswi. 




CZLIL Tha Dnefaaa of Soffoll: . 


. 247 


Jasfmsl Fbbib. 




CXLm. Tha Trea Thijna . 


. 240 






CZLIV. PhiDb of Seyma 


. 251 


Jbnr Jom. 




CXLT. Adfaata 


. 283 


JoKsr Day. 




CXLVL Tha PiMiiainast of Beaa . 


2S4 


CXLYIL Fartfaar Estniati from tiia same 


'2M 


n. 5 





TABLX OF EZTSACra 

William Strodx. paqb 

CXLVIII. The Floaidng Island ... 268 

Author Unknown. 
CXLIX. London Chanticleers ... 268 

Thomas Nabbs. 

CL. Tottenham Ck>urt .... 260 
CLI. The Bride 202 

HSNBY EnuoREW. 
OLII. The (Conspiracy .... 268 

John Kibkb. 
OLin. The Seven Champions of Christendom 264 

Henrt Glafthobn. 
CLIV. Wit in a Constable .... 265 

William Rider. 
CLV. The Twins 266 

Samuel Harding. 
CLVI. The Fatal Union .... 266 

[Robert Chambeblain.] 
CLVn. Verses before Rawlins' Rebellion . 267 

Thomas Randolph. 
CLVni. Hey for Honesty .... 268 

Abraham Cowlet. 
CUX. The Guardian 269 



TABLI OF KXTEAOnL 



EXTRACTS FBOM LATER STUART DRAMATISTS. 

Franoib Quablu. fam 

CLX. The^^zgin 278 

Ck)6X0 Mahuchb. 
CLXL The BasUid 273 

Sir RiCHABO Fahbhaw. 
CLXn. Querer por Solo Qmerer ... 278 

Richard Flbckhob. 
CLXm. Love's Dominioa .... 288 

Edmund Pubtwigb. 
CLXIY. The Hedxm 284 

John FouBTAni. 
CLXV. The Rewards of Yirfcne ... 288 



f» 



"Philohax Lotbkdi.' 
OLXVL Andronicus 290 

AUTHOB UkCBBTAIB. 

CLXVll. Commendatory Verses before Three 

Plays of Sir Richard Killigiew . 290 

Hon. Jambs Howabd. 
CLXVIIL The English Monsieur ... 292 

Nbvil Patnb. 
CLXIX Fatal Jealousy .... 294 

Edwabd Ravenbcboft. 
CLXX. Mamamoachi 296 



Zii ZABUB OF KZTRAjOTB. 

DuKB OF Newcastle. paqs 

CLXXI. The Triumphant Widow 298 

Nahum Tate. 
CLXXIL Status of Alba .... 801 

"W. M." 
CLXXin. The Huntington Diyertiflement . S04 

John Wilson. 
CLXXIV. Belphegor 306 

John Cbowne. 

CLXXV. The Ambitious Statesman 806 

CLXXVI. Thyestee 808 

CLXXYII. The Married Beau .... 816 

Thohas d*Ubfet. 
CLXXVni. Don Quixote 816 



GARRICK FRAGMENTS. 

CLXXIX. Faoetise 319 

GLXXX. Serious Fragments .... 825 



# ; • » 




LAMB'S SPECIMENS 

or 

ENGLISH DRAMATIC POETS 



LXXXYII. 

ALL 'S LOST BY LUST : A TRAGEDY. 

BY ¥aLLIAM BOWLEY. 

BODBBIGO, King of Spain, taJkes the opporhtnitp to violale 
the DaughUr of Julianus, v:hiU that old Oeneral is 
fighting hit Battles againtt the Mocub. Jacinta seeks 
her Father in the Campf at the moment of Victory, 

JuuANUS. Servant. 

Ser, Sir, here 's a Woman, forced by some tide of 
sorrow, 
With tears entreats your pity, and to see yon. 

JvZ. If any soldier has done Yiolence to her 
Beyond our military discipline, 
Death shall divide him from us : fetch her in. 
I have myself a daughter, on whose face 
But thinking, I must needs be pitiftd : 
And when I ha' told my conquest to my King, 
My poor girl then shall know, how for her sake 
I dia one pious act. 10 

Servant returns with Jacinta xeiUd. 

Is this the creature ? 
Ser, Yes, my lord, and a sad one. 
Jul, Leave us. A sad one ! 
The down-cast look calls up compassion in me, 
A corse going to the grave looks not more deadly. 
Why faieel'st thou ? art thou wrong'd by jmy soldier ? 
II. A 
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Rise : for this honour is not due to me. 
Hast not a tongue to read thy sorrows out ? 
This book I understand not. 

Jcusin, my dear father ! 

Jul, Thy father, who has wrong*d him 1 

Jacin, A great Commander. 

Jul. Under me ? 

Jacin, Above you. 

Jul, Above me ! who *s above a general ? 
None but the general of all Spain's armies, 10 

And that 's the king, king Roderick : he *s all good- 
He cannot wrong thy father. [ness ; 

Jacin, What was Tarquiu ? 

Jul, A king, and yet a ravisher. 

Jadn, Such a sin 
Was in those days a monster ; now 'tis common. 

JiU, Prithee be plain. 

Jacin, Have not you. Sir, a daughter ? 

Jul, If I have not, I am the wretched*st man 
That this day lives : for all the wealth I have 20 
Lives in that child. 

Jadn, for your daughter's sake then hear my 
woes. 

Jul, Rise then, and speak 'em. 

Jadn, No, let me kneel still : 
Such a resemblance of a daughter's duty 
Will make you mindful of a father's love : 
For such my injuries must exact from you, 
As you would for your own. 

Jul, And so they do ; 29 

For whilst I see thee kneeling, I think of my Jacinta. 

Jadn, S&y your Jacinta then, chaste as the rose 
Coming on sweetly in the spring^g bud. 
And ne'er felt heat, to spread the summer sweet ; 
But to increase and multiply it more. 
Did to itself keep in its own perfume ; 
Say that some rapine hand had pluck'd the bloom,* 
Jacinta, like that flower, and ravish'd her, 
Defiling her white lawn of chastity 
With ugly blacks of lust : what would you do ? 

Jul, 'tis too hard a question to resolve, 40 

Without a solemn council held within 

* ** Cropt this fair Rose," Ac.^OHcav. 
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Of man's best nnderstandinff faculties : 
There must be loTe, and fatherhood, and grief, 
And rage, and many passions : and they must all 
Beget a thing called vengeance : but they must sit 
upon't. 

Jadn, Say this were done by him that carried 
The fairest seeming face of friendship to yourself. 

Jul, We should fall out 

JoLcin. Would you in such a case respect degrees t 

Jul, I know not that. 

Jadn, Say he were noble. 10 

Jul, Impossible : the act 's ignoble. The bee 
can Dreed 
No poison, though it suck the juice of hemlock. 

t/ocm. Say a Mng should do it ; were the act leas 
done 
By the greater power ? does majesty 
Extenuate a crime ? 

Jul, Augment it rather. 

Jadn, &y then that Roderick, your king and 
master. 
To quit the honours you are bringing home, 
Had ravish'd your Jacinta. 

Jul, Who has sent 20 

A Fury in this foul-fau* shape to vex me ? 
I ha* seen that face methinks yet know it not : 
How darest thou speak this treason 'gainst my king? 
Durst any man in the world bring me this lie. 
By this, he had been in hell : Roderick a Tarquin ! 

Jadn, Yes, and thy daughter (had she done her 
part) 
Shoula be the second Lucrece, View me well : 
I am Jacinta. 

Jul, Ha ! 

Jadn, The king my ravisher. 30 

Jul, The king fliy ravisher ! oh unkingly sound. 
He dares not sure ; yet in thy sullied eyes 
I read a tragic story. 

Antonio, Alonzo, wnd oOitv Officers, eiUer, 

Jul, noble friends, 
Our wars are ended, are they not I 
All, They are, Sir. 
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JvX, But Spain has now began a civil war, 
And to confound me only. ^ you my daughter ? 
She sounds the trumpet which draws forth my sword 
To be revenged. 

AUm. On whom ? speak loud your wrongs ; 
Digest your choler into temperance ; 
Give your considerate thoughts the upper hand 
In your hot passions, 'twill assua^ the sweUing 
Of your big heart : if you have injuries done you, 
Revenge them, and we second you. 10 

Jadn, Father, dear father. 

Jul, Daughter, dear daughter. 

JacMi, wkj do you kneel to me. Sir ! 

Jul, To ask thee pardon that I did beget thee. 
I brought thee to a shame, stains all the way 
'Twixt earth and Acheron : not all the clouds 
(The skies* large canopy) could they drown the seas 
With a perpetual inundation. 
Can wash it ever out: leave me, I pray. [FcUlsdovm. 

AUm, His fighting passions will be o*er anon, 20 
And all will be at peace. 

Ant, Best in mv judgment 
We wake him with the sight of his won honours. 
Call u^ the army, and let them present 
His prisoners to him : such a sight as that 
Will brook no sorrow near it. 

Jul, 'Twas a good doctor that prescribed that 
physic 
1 11 be your patient. Sir ; show me my soldiers, 
{ And my new honours won : I *11 truly weigh them 

With my full griefs, they may perhaps overcome. 80 

Alon, Why now there *s hopes of his recovery. 

Jul, Jacinta, welcome, th6u art my child still : 
No forced stain of lust can alienate 
, Our consanguinity. 

i Jadn, Dear father, 

» Recollect your noble spirits : conquer grief 

The manly way : you have brave foes subdued, 
Then let no female passions thus overwhelm you 

Jul, Mistake me not, my child, I am not mad, 
Nor must be idle ; for it were more fit, 40 

• If I could purchase more, I had more wit 

^ / To help in these designs : I am grown old : 
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Yet I haye found more strength within this arm, 
Than (without proof) I durst ha' boasted on. 
Roderick, thou king of monsters, couldst thou do this, 
And for thy lust confine me from the court ? 
There 's reason in thy shame, thou shonldst not see m^ 
Ha ! they come, Jadnta, they come, hark, hark ; 
Now thou shalt see what cause I Ve given my king. 

Vanquithed Moor*i address to the Sun. 
Descend thy sphere, thou burning Deity. 
Haste from our shame, go blushing to thy bed ; 
Thy sons* we are, thou eyerlasting Ball, 10 

Yet never shamed these our impressive brows 
Till now : we that are stamped with thine own seal, 
Which the whole ocean cannot wash away, 
Shall those cold ague cheeks that Nature moulds 
Within her winter shop, those smooth white skins. 
That with a palsy hand she paints the limbs, 
Make us recoil ? 

Man*s Heart, 
I would fiun know what kind thing a man's heart is. 



Were you never 



At Barber Surgeons' Hall to see a dissection t 20 
I will report it to you : 'tis a thing fhimed 
With divers comers, and into every comer 
A man may entertain a friend : (there came 
The proverb, A man may love one well, and yet 
Ketam a friend in a comer.) — 

tush, 'tis not 

The real heart ; but the unseen faculties. - 



Those I '11 decipher unto you : (for surely 



The most part are but ciphers.) The heart indeed 
For the most part doth keep a better guest 80 

Than himself m him ; that is, the soul. Now the soul 
Being a tree, there are divers branches spreading out 

of it, 
Ab lovin^-afiTection, suffering-sorrows, and the like. 
Then, Sir, these affections or sorrows being but 

branches 
Are sometimes lopped off, or of themselves wither ; 
And new shoot in their rooms : as for example ; 

• ** Cadklreo of the Son."— 2;tm^ in ih$ BtvengB. 
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Your friend dies, there appears sorrow, but it quickly 
Withers ; then is that branch gone. Again, you love 

a friend ; 
There affection springs forth ; at last you distaste ; 
Then that branch withers again, and another buds 
In his room. 



LXXXVIII. 

A NEW WONDER : A WOMAN NEVER VEXT : 

A COMEDY. 

BY THE SAME. 

The Woman never Vext states her Case to a Divine, 
Widow. Doctor. 

JDoe. You sent for me, gentlewoman ? 

fVid, Sir, I did, and to this end. 
I have some scruples in my conscience ; 
Some doubtful problems which I cannot answer, 
Nor reconcile ; 1 *d have you make them plain. 10 

Doc This is my duty ; pray speak your mind. 

JFid. And as I speak, 1 must remember heaven 
That gave those blessings which I must relate : 
Sir, you now behold a wondrous woman ; 
You only wonder at the epithet ; 
I can approve it good : guess at mine age. 

Doe, At the half-way 'twixt thirty and forty. 
. Wid, *Twas not much amiss ; yet nearest to the 

last. 
How think you then, is not this a wonder, 
That a woman lives full seven-and-thirty years, 20 
Maid to a wife, and wife unto a widow. 
Now widowed, and mine own ; yet all this while, 
From the extremest verce of my remembrance, 
Even from my weaning hour unto this minute, 
Did never taste what was calamity. 
I know not yet what grief is, yet have sought 
A hundred ways for his acquaintance : with me 
Prosperity hath kept so close a watch, 
That even those things that I have meant a cross, 29 
Have that way tum'd a blessing. Is it not strange ? 
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Ihe. Uuparallerd ; this gift is singular, 
And to you alone belonging : you are the moon, 
For there 's but one, all women else are stars, 
For there are none of like condition. 
Full oft and many have I heard complain 
Of discontents, thwarts, and adversities ; 
But a second to yourself I never knew. 
To groan under the superflux of blessings. 
To have ever been alien unto sorrow. 
No trip of fate ? sure it is wonderful. 10 

Wid. Aye, Sir, 'tis wonderful, but is it well ! 
For it is now my chief affliction. 
I have heard you say that the Child of Heaven 
Shall suffer many tribulations ; 
Nay, kin^ and princes share them with their 

subjects : 
Then I that know not any chastisement, 
How may I know my part of childhood ? 

Doe. 'Tis a good aoubt ; but make it not extreme. 
'Tis some affliction that yon are afflicted 
For want of affliction : cnerish that : 20 

Yet wrest it not to misconstruction ; 
For all your blessing are free gifts fh>m heaven, 
Health, wealth, ana peace ; nor can they turn into 
Corses, but by abuse. Pray, let me question you : 
You Icwt a husband, was it no grief to you ? 

Wid, It was, but very small : no sooner I 
Had given it entertainment as a sorrow. 
But straight it tum'd unto my treble joy : 
A comfortable revelation prompts me then. 
That husband (whom in life I neld so dear) 30 

Had chang'd a frailty to unchanging joys : 
Methought I saw him stellified in heaven. 
And singing hallelujahs 'mongst a quire 
Of white sainted souls : then again it spake. 
And said, it was a sin for me to srieve 
At his best good, that I esteemed best : 
And thus this slender shadow of a grief 
Vanished again. 

J)oe. All this was happy, nor 30 

Can you wrest it from a heavenly blessing. Do not 
Appoint the rod : leave still the stroke unto 
The magistrate : the time is not past, but 
Yoa may feel enough. — 



°'*<«. thou fiwiJiak, 
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That kill'st me witii thine eves. Nay, neyer kneel ; 
These acomful mocks more than my woes I feeL 

Sob. AIm, I mock ye not, bat come in love 
And natnial duly, Sir, to beg your blessing ; 
And for mine uncle 

Foe. Him and thee I curse. 
I 'U starve ere I eat bread from his purse. 
Or from thy hand : out, villain ; tell that cor, 
Thy barking uncle, that I lie not here 
Upon my bed of riot, as he did, 10 

Cover*d with all the villainies which man 
Had ever woven ; tell him I lie not so ; 
It was the hand of Heaven struck me thus low. 
And I do thank it. Get thee gone, I say. 
Or I shall curse thee, strike thee ; prithee away : 
Or if thou It lau^h thy fill at my poor state, 
Then stay, and listen to the prison grate. 
And hear thv father, an old wretch^ man. 
That yesteraay had thousands, beg and cry 
To get a penirv : Oh, my misery ! 20 

Bob, Dear Sir, for pity hear me. 

Fm, V'pouL my curse I charge, no nearer come ; 
1 11 be no father to so vile a son. 

Bob. my abortive fate, 
Why for my good am I thus paid with hate ? 
From this sad place of Ludgate here I freed 
An uncle, and I lost a father for it ; 
Now is my father here, whom if I succoiu*, 
I then must lose my uncle's love and favour. 
Mv father once being rich, and uncle poor, 80 

I nim relieving was thrust forth of doors. 
Baffled, reviled, and disinherited. 
Now mine own father here must beg for bread, 
Mine imcle being rich ; and yet, if I 
Feed him, myself must beg. Oh misery, 
How bitter is thy taste ; yet I will drink 
Thv strongest poison ; fret what mischief can, 
I *11 feed my father ; though like the Pelican, 
I peck mine own breast for him. 

His Father appears above at the Oraie^ 
a Box hanging doivn. 

Foe. Bread, bread, one penny to buy a loaf of 
bread, for the tender mercy. 40 
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Hob. me my shame ! I know that voice full 
well ; 
1 11 help thy wants although thou curse me still. 

ffe ttands where he is unseen hy his Father. 

Fos. Bread, bread, some christian man send back 
Your charity to a number of poor prisoners. 
One penny for the tender mercy — 

[ROBBBT puts in money* 

The hand of Heaven reward you, gentle Sir, 
Never may you want, never feel misery ; 
Let blessings in unnumbered measure grow. 
And fall upon your hei^, where'er you go. 

Hob, O happy comfort : curses to the ground 10 
First struck me : now with blessings I am crown'd.* 

Fos. Bread, bread, for the tender mercy, one 
penny for a loaf of bread. 

JRob. 1 11 buy more blessings : take thou all my 
store ; 
1 11 keep no coin and see my father poor. 

Fos. Good angels guard you, Sir, my prayers 
shall be 
That Heaven may bless you for this charity. 

JRob. If he knew me, sure he would not say so : 
Yet I have comfort, if by any means 
I get a blessing from my father's hands. 
How cheap are good prayers I a poor penny buys 20 
That, by which man up in a minute nies 
And mounts to Heaven. 

Enter Stephen. 

Oh mc, mine uncle sees me. 

Step. Now, Sir, what make you here 
So near the prison ? 

Hob. I was going, Sir, 
To buy meat for a poor bird I have. 
That sits so sadly m the cage of late, 
I think he '11 die for sorrow. 

Step. So. Sir : 30 

Your pity will not quit your pains, I fear me. 

* A blessing stolen at least as fairly as Jacob's was. 
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I ahall find that bird, 1 think, to be that churlish 

wretch 
Tonr &1^er, that now has taken 
Shelter here in Lndgate. Go to, Sir ; urge me not, 
Ton 'd best ; 1 have giv'n yon warning : Siwn not on 

him, 
Kor come not near him if you '11 have my loye. 

Rob, 'Las, Sir ; that lamb 
Were most unnatural that should hate the dam. 

Step, Lamb me no lambs. Sir. 

Rob, Good uncle, 'las, you know, when you lay 
here, • 

I snccour'd you : so let me now help him. 10 

Step, Yes, as he did me ; 
To laugh and triumph at my misery. 
You freed me with his gold, but 'sainst his will : 
For him I might have rotted, and lain still. 
So shall he now. 

Bob, Alack the day ! 

Step, If him thou pity, 'tis thine own decay. 

Fo8, Bread, bread, some charitable man remember 
the poor 
Prisoners, bread for the tender mercy, one penny. 19 

Boib, O listen, uncle, that 's my poor father's Yoioe. 

Step, There let him howl. G^t you gone, and 
come not near him. 

Rob, Oh my soul, 
What tortures dost thou feel ! earth ne'er shall find 
A son so true, yet forc'd to be unkind. 

ROBBBT disobeps his Uncle^s InjuTictions, and again visits 

his Father, 

Foster. Wifb. Robbrt. 

Fo8, Ha ! what art thou ? Gall for the keeper there, 
And thrust him out of doors, or lock me up. 

Wife, O 'tis your son. 

Fo8. I know him not. 
I am no king, unless of scorn and woe, 29 

Why kneel'st thou then, why dost thou mock me so? 

Rob, my dear father, hither am I come, 
Not like a threatening storm to increase your wrack. 
For I would take all sorrows from your back, 
To lay them all on my own. 
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Fo8, Rise, mischief, rise ; away, and get thee gone. 

Bob, if I be thus hateful to your eye, 
I will depart, and wish I soon may die ; 
Yet let your blessing, Sir, but fall on me. 

Fo8, My heart stul hates thee. 

TFife, Sweet husband. 

Fo8, Get yon both gone ; 
That misery takes some rest that dwells alone. 
Away, thou Tillain. 

Hob. Heaven can tell ; 10 

Ache but your finger, I to make it well 
Would cut my'hand off. 

Fo8, Hang thee, hang thee. 

Wife, Husband. 

Fas, Destruction meet thee. Turn the key there, 
ho. 

JRob, Good Sir, I 'm gone, I will not stay to grieve 
you. 
Oh, knew you, for your woes what pains I feel, 
You would not scorn me so. See, Sir, to cool 
Your heat of burning sorrow, 1 have got 
Two hundred pound^ and glad it is my lot 20 

To lay it down with reverence at your feet ; 
No comfort in the world to me is sweet, 
Whilst thus you live in moan. 

Fos, Stay. 

Mob, Good truth. Sir, I '11 have none of it back, 
Could but one penny of it save my life. 

Wife, Yet stay, and hear him: Oh unnatural 
strife 
In a hard father's bosom. 

Fos, I see mine error now : Oh, can there grow 
A rose upon a bramble ? Did there e'er flow 80 

Poison and health together in one tide ? 
I 'm bom a man : reason may step aside. 
And lead a father's love out of the way : 
Forgive me, my good boy, I went astray ; 
Look, on my knees I beg it : not for ^ov 
Thou bring'st this golden rubbish which I spurn ; 
But glad in this, the heavens mine eye-balls turn. 
And fix them right to look upon that &ce, 
Where love remains with pity, duty, grace. 
Oh my dear wronged boy I 40 
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Bob, Gladness o'erwhelms 
My heart 'with joy : I cannot speak. 

Wife, Crosses of this foolish world 
Did never grieve my heart witii torments more 
Than it is now grown light 
Wit^' joy and comfort of this happy sight 

rrhe (dd nlay-writeiB are distinguished b^ an honest 
boldnMS of exhibition, they shew everything without 
being ashamed. If a reyerse in fortune be the thing 
to M personified, they fairly bring us to the prison- 
pate and the alms-basket. A poor man on our stage 
18 always a gentieman ; he may be known bv a peculiar 
neatness of apparel, and by wearing black. Our 
delicacy, in fact, forbids the dramatising of Distress at 
alL It is never shewn in its essential properties ; * it 
appears but as the adjunct to some virtue, as somethinff 
which is to be relieved, from the approbation of which 
relief the spectators are to derive a certain soothing of 
self-referred satisfaction. We turn away from the real 
essences of things to hunt after their relative shadows, 
moral duties : whereas, if the truth of things were fairly 
represented, the relative duties might be uif ely trusted 
to themselves, and moral philosophy lose the name of 
a science.] 

* Guzman de Alfaracbe In that good old book ** Hie Spanish 
Regno,*' has summed np a few of the properties of poverty— 
"that poverty, which is not the daughter of the spirit, la but 
the mother of shame and reproach ; it Is a disreputation that 
drowns all the other good parts that are in man ; it Is a disposi- 
tion to all kind of evil ; it is a man's worst foe; it is a leraosy 
fall of anguish ; it is a way that leads unto hell ; it is a sea where- 
in our patience is overwhelmed, our honoris consumed, our lives 
are ended, and our souls' are utterly lost and east away for ever. 
The poor man is a kind of money that Is not current; the subject of 
every idle huswife's chat ; the ofB»eum of the people ; the dust 
of the street, first trampled under foot and then thrown on the 
dunghill ; in conclusion, the poor man is the rich man's ass. He 
dlneth with the last, fareth of the worst, and payeth dearest: 
his sixpence will not go so far as a rich man's threepence j his 
opinion is ignorance ; his discretion foolishness ; hJs sufnrage 
scorn ; his stock upon the common, abused by many and abhorred 
of all. If he come in company, he is not heard ; if any chance 
to meet him, they seek to shun him; if he advise, though never 
so wisely, they grudge and murmur at him ; if he work miracle^ 
they say he is a witch; if virtuous, that he goeth about to 
de^ve ; his venial sin Is a blasphemy ; his thought Is made 
treason ; his cause, be it never so just, it is not regarded ; and, 
to have his wrongs righted, he must appeal to that other life. 
All men crush him ; nomanfavoreth himj there is no man that 
will relieve his wants; no man that wiu eomfort him in his 
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LXXXIX. 

THE WITCH OF EDMONTON : A TRAGI- 
COMEDY. 

BY WILLIAM ROWLEY, THOMAS DECKER, JOHN 

FORD, ETC. 

Mother Sawyer (before she turns Witch) ahne. 
Saw, And why on me ? why should the envious 
world 
Throw all their scandalous malice upon me ? 
'Cause I am poor, deform'd, and ignorant. 
And like a bow buckled and bent together 
By some more strong in mischiefs than myself ; 
Must I for that be made a common sink 
For all the filth and rubbish of men's tongues 
To fall and run into ? Some call me Witch, 
And being ignorant of myself, they go 
About to teach me how to be one : urging 10 

That my bad tongue (by their bad usage made so) 
Forespeaks their cattle, doth bewitch &eir com, 
Themselves, their servants, and their babes at nurse : 
This they enforce upon me ; and in part 
Make me to credit it.* 

Banks, a Farmer enters, 

BanJcs, Out, out upon thee, Witch. 

Saw, Dost call me Witch ? 

BanJcs, I do, Witch, I do : 
And worse I would, knew I a name more hateful. 
What makest thou upon my ground ? 20 

Saw, Gather a few rotten sticks to warm me. 

BanJcs, Down with them when I bid thee, quickly; 
I '11 make thy bones rattle in thy skin else. 

Saw, You won't ? churl, cut-throat, miser : there 
they be. Would they stuck cross thy throaty 
thy bowels, thy maw, thy midriff 

mlseriM ; nor no man that will bear him company, when he is 
all alone, and oppressed with grief. None help him ; aQ binder 
Urn ; none give him, all take from bim; he is debtor to none, 
and jet must make payment to all. the unfortunate and 
poor condition of him that is poor, to whom even the very hours 
are sold, which the dock striketh, and pays custom for the sun- 
shine in August.** 

* This SoUloquy anticipates all that Addison has said in the 
conclusion of the 117th Spectator. 
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Banks. Say'st thou me sot Hag, out of my 
ground. 

Saw, Dost strike me, slave, curmndgeon ? Now 
thy bones ache, thy joints cramp, 
And oonyulsions stretch and crack thy sinews. 

Banks, Cursing, thou hag T take that, and that. 

[Earit, 

Saw, Strike, do : and withered may that hand and 
arm 
"Whose blows have lam'd me, drop from the rotten 

trunk. 
Abuse me ! beat me ! call me hag and witch ! 
What is the name, where, and by what art leam'd ? 
What spells, or charms, or invocations. 
May the thing call'd Familiar he purchased ? 10 

1 am snunn'd 

And hated like a sickness : made a scorn 

To all degrees and sexes. I have heard old beldams 

Talk of Familiars in the shape of mice. 

Bats, ferrets, weasels, and 1 wot not what. 

That have appear'd ; and suok'd, some say, their 

blood. 
But by what means thev came acquainted with them, 
I 'm now ignorant. Would some power good or bad 
Instruct me which way I might be reveng'd 
Ujwn this churl, I *d go out of myself, 20 

And give this fury leave to dwell within 
This ruin'd cottage, ready to fall with age : 
Abjure all goodness, be at hate with prayer. 
And study curses, imprecations, 
Blasphemous speeches, oaths, detested oaths, 
Or any thing tnat *s ill ; so I might work 
Revenge upon this miser, this black cur 
That ^ks, and bites, and sucks the very blood 
Of me, and of my credit. *Tis all one 
To be a witch as to be counted one. 80 

She gets a Familiar which serves her in the likeness qf a 

BlcLck Dog, 
Mother Sawtbb. Familiar. 

Saw, I am drieii up 
With cursing and with madness ; and have yet 
No blood to moisten these sweet lips of thine. 
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SUnd on thy hind -legs up. Kiss me, my Tommy ; 

And rub Awny some wriulles on my brow, 

By waking my old ribs to shrug for joy 

Oi thy flne trioks. What hast thou done ? Let 's 

Uokla. 
Haat thou struck the horse lame as I bid thee T 

J^hHih Yes, and nipped the sucking child. 

Saw, Ho, ho, my dainty. 
My little i^enrl. No lady loves her hound, 
Monkt»y. or uarakeot. as I do thee. 

JfUmii The maia has been churning butter nine 
hoursi but it shall not come. 10 

£ilni^, Let *m eat cheese and choke. 

JfUmil I had rare sport 
Among the clowns in the morrice. 

^Wt I could dance 
Out of my skin to hear thee. But, my curl-pate. 

That Jade, that foul-tongued Nan Ratclifif, 

Who, for a little soap lick'd by my sow, 

Struck, and had almost lamed it : did not I charge 

tliee 
To pinch that quean to the heart ? ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

J/«r Familiar ahaents hinue^: she invokes him. 

S^VK — Not see me in three days ? 20 

I Su lost without my Tomalin ; prithee come ; 
KeTenge to me is sweeter far than life : 
Thou art my raven, on whose coal-black wings 
H»y«iUge comes flying to me : Oh, my best love, 
1 am on fire (even in the midst of ice) 
Raking mv blood up, till my shrunk knees feel 
Thy ourVa head leaning on them. Come then, my 

darling, 
If in tha air tnou hover'st, fall upon me 
In mmie dark cloud ; and, as I ^ft have seen 30 

l>rag\U)» and serpents in the elements, 
Ai^)¥miur thou now so to me. Art thou i' the sea ? 
llUatw up all the monsters from the deep, 
AimI W tiie ugliest of them : so that my bulch 
9li*w but his swarth cheek to me, let earth cleave, 
AvhI brtsOc ttf>m hell, I care not : could I run 
l^kt^ a swift nowder-mine beneath the world, 
\^^ WxHild I blow it, all to find out thee, 
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Though I lay min'd in it. — Not yet oome? 
I most then ftkU to my old prayer : aandiHeeiernonmi 
tuum. 

MecomeitH W^tte* 

Saw, Why dost thou thuB appear to me in white, 
As if thou wert the ghost of my dear lore ? 
Famil, I am dogged, 1^ not to teU thee, yet to 
torment thee, 
Hy whiteness puts thee in mind of thy winding sheet 
Saw* Am I near death ^ 
FamU, Be blasted with the news. 
Whiteness is day's footbov. a fore-runner to light, 
which shews thy old rivel'd face ; Yillaiuiet 
are stript naked, the witch must be beaten out 
of her cockpit. 9 

Saw, Why to mine eyes art thou a flag of trace ? 
I am at peace with none ; 'tis the black oolor. 
Or none, which I fight under : I do not like 
Thy puritan-paleness. 

[Mother Sawyer difFers from the ha^ of Middleton 
or Shakspeare. She is the plain traditional old woman 
Witch of our ancestors ; poor, deformed, and ignorant ; 
the terror of villages, herself amenable to a jastioe. 
That should be a hardy sheriff, with the power of a 
county at his heels, that would lay hands on the Weird 
Sisters. They are of another jurisdiction. But upon 
tiiie oommon and received opinion the author (or 
authors) have engrafted strong fano^. There is some- 
thing mghtfuUy earnest in her mvocations to the 
Familiar.] 

xo. 

THE WHITE DEVIL ; ok, VITTORIA COROM- 
BONA, A LADY OF VENICE : A TRAGEDY. 

BY JOHN WBBSTEE.* 

Th$ arraiffnmerU o/Vittoria. —Paulo Giordano Urshq* 
Duke of Brachian<x/ar the love of Vittoria Corom" 
BONA, a Venetian Ladp, and ai her tuggettian, cavMi 
her iwhand Camjllo to be murdered, Suapidom 

*The Aathor's Dedication to thia Play ia so modett, yet so 
oonscions of self-merit withal, be speaks so frankly of the 
deservfaigs of others, and by implication insinuates his own 
deserts so ingennonsly, that I cannot forbear inserting it, as a 

II. B 
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falls upon, ViTTOKiA., w?u> is died at Rome on a 
double Charge of Murder and iTicontinencey in the 
preseTice of Cardinal Monticelso, Cousin to the 
deceased Uamillo ; Francisco db Mbdicis, Brother- 

specimen how a man may praise himself gracefully and commend 
others without suspicion of envy. 
** To the Reader. 
In pnblisliing this Tragedy, I do but challen;?e to myself that 
Uber^ which other men have taken before me ; not that I 
affect praise by it, for no* hcec novimus esse nihil ; only since it 
was acted in so open and black a theatre, that it wanted (that 
which is the only grace and setting-out of a tragedy) a full and 
understanding auditory; and that, since that time, I have 
noted, most of the people that come to that play-house resemble 
those ignorant asses (who. visiting stationers' shops, their use is 
not to enquire for good books, but new books) I present it to 
the general view with this confidence, 

Nee rhoncos metue* malignorum 
Nee seombrU tunicas dabis tnolestcu. 

If it be objected this is no true dramatic poem, I shall easily 
confess it, non potes in nugeu dieere plura meas, ipse ego quam 
dixi; willingly, and not ignorantly, have I faulted. For should 
a man present, to such an auditory, the most sententious tragedy 
that ever was writton, observing all the ciltical laws, as height 
of style, and gravity of person, enrich it with the sententious 
chorus, and, as it were, enliven death, in the passionate and 
weighty Nnntius: yet after all this divine rapture, dura 
mestwum IHa^ tJie breath that comes from the uncapable 
multitude is able to poison it ; and ere it be acted, let the author 
resolve to fix to every scene ^s of Horace : 

"—Hcse hodie pords eomedenda relinques 

Tb those who report I was a longtime in finishing this Tragedy. 
I confess, I do not write with a goose-quill wing'd with two 
feathers; and if they will needs make it my fault, I must answer 
them with that of Euripides to Alcestides, a tragic writer ; 
Alcestides objecting that Euripides had only, in three days, 
composed three verses, whereas himself had written three 
hundred: Thou tell'st truth (quoth he); but here's the difference, 
tUne shall only be read for three days, whereas mine shaU 
continue three ages. 

Detraction is the sworn friend to Ignorance : for mine own 
part, I have ever truly cherished my good opinion of other men's 
worthy labours, especially of that full and heightened style of 
Master Chapman, the labored and understanding works of 
Master Jonson, the no less worthy composures of the both 
worthily excellent Master Beaumont and Master Fletcher ; and 
lastly (without wrong last to be named), the right happy and 
copious Industry of Master Shakspeare, Master Decker, and 
Master Heywood, wishing what I write may be read by their 
light ; protesttog that, in the strength of mine own Judgment, I 
know them so worthy, that tho* I rest silent hi my own work, 
yet to most of theirs, I dare (without flattery) fix that of 
MtftlAl: non norunt hate monumenta moriy 
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in-law to Bbaohiano ; the Ambaflsadon qf Franeef 
Spain, England, Jsc Aa the a/rraign'metU it he- 
ginning, the Duke comjldtntly enters the Court, 

Man, Forbear, m^ Lord, here is no place assign'd 
This business, by his holiness, is left [you : 

To onr examination. 
Bra, May it thrive with you. 
Fra, A cnair there for his lordship. 

[Lays a rich gown imder Am. 
Bra, Forbear yonr kindness ; an unbidden guest 
Should travel as Dutch women go to church, 
Bear their stool with them. 

Mon, At your pleasure, Sir. 
Stand to the table, gentlewoman. — Now, Siguier, 10 
Fall to your plea. 
Lawyer, JDoTmne judex, eonverte oculoa in ha/nc 

pestem, mulierum corruptissimam, 
VU, What 'she? 

Fra, A lawyer, that pleads against you. 
VU, ^a.Y, my Lord, let mm speak his usual 
tonffue, I '11 make no answer else. 
Fra, Why, you understand Latin. 
VU, I do. Sir, but amongst this auditory 
Which come to hear my cause, the half or more 
May be ignorant in 't 
Mon;, Go on. Sir. 

VU, By your favour, 20 

I will not liave my accusation clouded 
In a strange tongue : aU this assembly 
Shall hear what you can charge me with. 

Fra, Siguier, 
You need not stand on 't much ; pray, change your 
language. 
Mon, Oh, for God's sake ! gentlewoman, your credit 
Shall be more famous by it. 
Law, Well then, have at you. 
VU, I am at the mark, Sir, I '11 give aim to you. 
And tell you how near you shoot. 80 

Law, Most literated judges, please your lordships 
So to connive your jud^ents to the view 
Of this debaucn'd and aiversivolent woman ; 
Who such a concatenation 
Of mischief hath effected, that to extirp 
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The memofTY of it, must be the congiimmatioii 
Of her, and her projectioiLs. 

ru. What 'sail this? 

Law. Hold your peace ! 
Szorbitant sins must have eznloeration. 

Fit, Sorely, my Lords, this lawyer hath swallowed 
Some apothecaries' bills, or poclamations ; 
And now the hard and undigestible words 
Come np like stones we use give hawks for physic. 
Why, this is Welsh to Latin. 10 

Law, My Lords, the woman 
Knows not her tropes, nor figures, nor is perfect 
In the academic derivation 
Of grammatical elocution. 

^a. Sir, your pains 
Shall be well spared, and your deep eloquence 
Be worthily applauded among those 
Which understand you. 

Law, My good Ijord. 

Fra. Sir, 20 

Put up your papers in your fustian bag ; 

ri^ANCiBCO speah ihU cu in »oom, 
Orjf mercy, Sir, 'tis buckram, and accept 
My notion of your leam'd verbosity. 

Law, I most graduatically thant: your lordship ; 
I shall have use for them elsewhere. 

Mon, (to Vittoria) I shall be plainer with you, 
and paint out 
Your follies in more natural red and white, 
Than that upon jour cheek. 

Fit. you mistake. 
You raise a blood as noble in this cheek 30 

As ever was your mother's. 

Mon. I must spare you, till proof cry whore to 
that. 
Observe this creature here, my honour'd Lords, 
A woman of a most prodigious spirit. 

Fit, My honourable Lord, 
It doth not suit a reverend Cardinal 
INo play the Lawyer thus. 

Mon. Oh your trade instructs your language. 
You see, my Lords, what goodly fruit she seems, 
Yet like those apples travellers report 40 
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To grow where Sodom and Ooxnorrah 8too<L 
I wul but tonch her, and you straight shall see 
She '11 fall to soot and ashes. 

VU, Yoor enyenom'd apothecary should do 't. 

Mon. I am resolved. 
Were there a second paradise to lose, 
This devil would betray it 

VU, poor charity. 
Thou art seldom found in scarlet. 

Men, Who knows not how, when several night by 
night 10 

Her gates were choked with coaches, and her rooms 
Outbraved the stars with several kinds of l%ht8 ; 
When she did counterfeit a Prince's court 
In music, banquets, and most riotous surfeits ; 
This whore forsooth was holy. 

VU, Ha ! whore ? what 's that f 

Mon, Shall I expound whore to you f sure I shalL 
I *11 give their perfect character. They are first, 
Sweetmeats which rot the eater : in man's nostrils 
Poison'd perfumes. They are cozening alchemy ; 20 
Shipwrecks in calmest weather. What are whores t 
Gold Russian winters, that appear so barren, 
As if that nature had forgot tne spring. 
They are the true material fire of helL 
Worse than those tributes i' th' low countries paid, 
Exactions upon meat, drink, garments, sleep ; 
Aye even on man's perdition, nis sin. 
They are those brittle evidences of law. 
Which forfeit all a wretched man's estate 
For leaving out one sellable. What are whores I 30 
They are those flattering bells have all one tune, 
At weddings and at funerals. Your rich whores 
Are only treasuries by extortion fiU'd, 
And empty'd by curs'd riot. They are worse, 
Worse tnan d^ bodies, which are begg'd at the 

gallows, 
And wrought upon bv surgeons, to teach man 
Wherein he is imperfect. What *s a whore f 
She 's like the guil^ counterfeited coin. 
Which, whosoe'er m^t stamps it, brings in trouble 
All that receive it. 40 

VU, This character 'scapes me. 
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Mon, You, eentlewoman ! 
Take from all beasts and from all minerals 
Their deadly poison — 

VU. Well, what then ? 

M<m, rU tell thee; 
I *11 find in theo a 'pothecary*s shop, 
To sample them all. 

Fr, JEmb. She hath lived ill. 

En, Emb. True, but the Cardinal 's too bitter. 

Mm, You know what whore is. Next the devil 
adultery, 10 

Enters the devil murder. 

Fro, Your unhappy husband 
Is dead. 

Fit, he *s a happy husband, 
Now he owes Nature nothing. 

Fra, And by a vaulting engine. 

Mon, An active plot : 
He jumped into his ^ve. 

Ira, What a prodigy was % 
That from some two yards' height, a slender man 20 
Should break his neok t 

Mon, Y th* rushes ! 

Fra, And what *s more, 
Upon the instant lose all use of speech, 
All vital motion, like a man had lain 
Wound up three days. Now mark each circumstance. 

Man, And look upon this creature was his wife. 
She comes not like a widow : she comes arm'd 
With scorn and impudence: is this a mourning- 
habit ? 29 

Fit, Had I foreknown his death, as you suggest, 
I would have bespoke my mourning. 

Mon, you are cunning ! 

Fit, You shame your wit and judgment. 
To call it so ; what ! is my just defence 
By him that is my judge call'd impudence ? 
Let me appeal then from this christian court 
To the uncivil Turtar. 

Mon, See, my lords. 
She scandals our proceedings. 

Fit, Humbly thus, 40 

Thus low, to the most worthy and respected 
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Lie^r ambassadors, my modesty 

And womanhood I tender ; but ¥rithal, 

So entangled in a cursed accusation, 

That my defence, of force, like Portia's, 

Must personate masculine virtue. To the point. 

Find me but guilty, sever head from body. 

We 11 part good mends : I scorn to hold my life 

At yours, or any man's entreaty, Sir. 

En. Ernh, She hath a brave spirit. 

Mon. Well, well, such counterfeit jewels 10 

Make true ones oft suspected. 

Vit, You are deceived ; 
For know, that all your strict-combined heads, 
Which strike against this mine of diamonds. 
Shall prove but glassen hammers : they shall break. 
These are but feigned shadows of my evils. 
Terrify babes, my lord, with painted devils ; 
I am past such needless palsy. For your names 
Of whore and murderess, they proceed from you, 
As if a man should spit against the wind ; 20 

The filth returns in 's face. 

Mon, Pray you, mistress, satisfy me one ^[uestion : 
Who lod^'d lieneath vour roof that fatal night 
Your husoand brake nis neck ? 

Bra, That question 
Enforceth me bre€tk silence ; I was there. 

Mon, Your business % 

Bra, Why, I came to comfort her. 
And take some course for settling her estate, 
Because I heard her husband was in debt 80 

To you, my Lord. 

Mon. Bfe was. 

Bra. And 'twas strangely fear'd 
That you would cozen her. 

Mon. Who made you overseer ? 

Bra. Why, my charity, my charity, whichshonldflow 
From every generous and noble spirit. 
To orphans and to widows. 

Mm. Your lust! 89 

Bra. Cowardly dogs bark loudest ! sirrah, priest, 

I '11 talk with you hereafter. Do you hear ? 

The sword you fhone of such an excellent temper, 
I '11 sheathe in your ovm. bowels. 
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There are a number of thy coat resemble 
Your common poet-boys. 

Mon, Ha! 

Broi Your mercenary post-boys. 
Your letters carry truth, out 'tis your guise 
To fill your mouths ¥rith gross and impudent lies. 

Servant, My Lord, your gown. 

Bra, Thou liest, 'twas my stooL 
Bestow 't upon thy master, that will challenge 
The rest o' th' household-stuff, for Brachiano 10 

Was ne'er so beggarly to take a stool 
Out of another's lodging : let him make 
Vallauce for his bed on t, or demi-foot-cloth 
For his most reverend moil. Monticelso, 
Nemo me irnpune lacessU, [Exit Brachiano. 

Mon, Your champion 's gone. 

VU, The wolf may prey the better. 

JFVo. My Lord, there s great suspicion of the murder, 
But no sound proof who did it. For my pai-t, 
I do not think she hath a soul so black 20 

To act a deed so bloody : if she have. 
As in cold countries husbandmen plant vines. 
And with warm blood manure them, even so 
One summer she will bear unsavoury fruit, 
And ere next spring wither both branch and root. 
The act of blood let pass ; only descend 
To matter of incontinence. 

VU, I discern poison 
Under your gilded pills. 29 

Mon, Now the Duke's gone I will produce a letter, 
Wherein 'twas plotted, he and you should meet. 
At an apothecary's summer-house, 
Down by the river Tiber, — view 't, my lords, — 
Where after wanton bathing and the heat 
Of a lascivious banquet — I pray read it — 
I shame to speak the rest. 

VU. Grant I was tempted ; 
Temptation to lust proves not the act : 
Casta est quam nemo rogamt. 

You read his hot love to me, but you want 40 

My frosty answer. 

Mon. Frost i' th' dog-daj^s 1 strance ! 

VU. Condemn you me rar that the Duke did love 
me ? 
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So may yon blame some foir and crystal river 
For tliat some melancholic distracted man 
Hath drown'd himself in 't. 

Mon, Truly drown'd, indeed. 

yu. Sum up my fimlts, I pray, and Tofe shall find, 
That beaul^ and gay clothes, a merry hearty 
And a good, stomach to feast, are all. 
All the poor crimes that jcfa can chaige me with. 
In fiiith, my lord, yon might go pistol fUes, 
The sport would be more noble. 10 

Mon. Very good. 

VU. But take you your course, it seems you've 
beggar'd me first, 
And now would fitin undo me. I have houses. 
Jewels, and a poor remnant of cmsadoes ; 
Would these would make you charitable. 

Mon. If the devil 
Did ever take good shape, behold his picture. 

Fit, You luive one virtue left, — 
Ton will not flatter me. 

Fra, Who brought this letter f 20 

VU. I am not compell'd to tell you. 

Mon, My Lord Duke sent to yon a thousand 
ducats, 
The twelfth of August. 

Vit. 'Twas to keep your cousin * 
From prison ; I paid use for *t. 

Mon. I rather think 
'Twas interest for his lust. 

Vit, Who savs so 
But yourself? if you be my accuser, 
Pray cease to be my judge : come from the bench, 
Give in your evidence 'gainst me, and let these 80 
Be moderators. My Lord Cardinal, 
Were your intelligencing ears as loving. 
As to my thoughts, had you an honest tongue, 
I would not care though you proolaim'd them alL 

Mon, Go to, go to. 
After your goodlv and vain-^orious banquet, 
1 11 give you a choke-pear. 

Vit. Of your own graftinjy; ? 

Mon. You were bom in Venice, honourably 
descended 
* Her bwlMiid Camfllo, who mm contiii to M ontlcelio. 
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From the Vittelli ; 'twas my ooosin's &te, 
ni may I name the hour, to marry you ; 
He bought you of your father. 

Fit. Ha ! 

Mon, He spent there in six months 
Twelve thousand ducats, and (to my knowledge) 
Reoeiv'd in dowry with you not one julio. 
'Twas a hard penny-worth, the ware being so light. 
I yet but draw the curtain ; now to your picture : 
You came from thence a most notorious strumpet, 10 
And so you have continued. 

FU, My Lord ! 

Mon, TsAj hear me, 
You shall have time to prate. My Lord Brachiano— 
Alas ! I make but repetition. 
Of what is ordinary and Rialto talk, 
And ballated, and would be play'd o' th' stage 
But that vice many times finds such loud friends. 
That preachers are charm'd silent. . . • 
Your public fault, 20 

. Join'd to th' condition of the present time, 
Takes from you all the fruits of noble pity ; 
Such a corrupted trial have you made 
Both of your life and beauty, and been siyl'd 
No less an ominous fate, than blazing stars 
To princes. Hear your sentence ; you are confin'd 
Unto a house of convertites. 

Fit, A house of convertites I what 's that ? 

Mon, A house of penitent whores. 

Fit, Do the Noblemen in Rome 30 

Erect it for their wives, that I am sent 
To lodge there ? 

Fra. You must have patience. 

Fit, I must first have vengeance. 
I fain would know if you have your salvation 
By patent, that you proceed thus. 

man. Away with ner, 
Take her hence. 

Fit, A rape ! a rape 1 

Mon, Howt 40 

Fit, Yes, you have ravished justice ; 
Forc'd her to do your pleasure. 

M(m. Fie, she *b mad t 

*i ■ 
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ViL Die wiUitfaoce pills in jovrmMteiiiied] 
Should bring jomliealth ! orwmkjoaato'tii'bcaefc, 
Jjeitjoar own spittle cIm^ joo ! 

M<m, She's turned laij. 

Fit ThaithehMt dsy^of jndgBMnt Bsjso find 
yoo. 
And kire joa the ssme deril Toa were beiste ! 
Instruct me, Mfme good hofs e - fccch , to speak 
For since yon cannot take m j fife lor doBds^ 
Take it for words : wmnan's poor rerengB, 
Which dwells but in the tongue ! I will not weep. 10 
Ko ; I do acorn to call np one poor tear 
To £iwn on your injustice ; bear me hence 
Unto this hooae of ^what 's your miti^iling title t 

Mon. Of oonyertitea. 

ViL It shall not be a house of converts ; 
My nund shall make it honester to me 
Than the Pope's palace, and mote peaceable 
Than thy sool, thoa|^ thon art a Cardinal: 
Know tms, and let it somewhat raiae roar ^pste, 
Through darkness diamonds spread their richest 
hf^t* 20 

Mabckllo aiid FLAKDno, SODS to CanrBUA, iUma^ 
quamlUd; FLAMono dapt kit Brother MaBCKLLD, 
their Mother beinff pntent, 

COBHKJA. Mabcuxo. 

Cor, I hear a whispering all about the court, 
YoQ are to fi^t : who is your <^yposite T 
What is the quarrel T 

Mar, ^TvB an idle rnmonr. 



* TUi Wfctte Derfl of Italy tcto off a bad csaoa to ftpedowlf, 
•ad pleids with sadi aa ioiioeeiica-reseaiMfiic boldacM, tkat wo 
Mom to see that motehkoi beoatf of fecr f ac« whiek inoplreo toeh 
Ssjeonfldcaee into her; and an l aa dy la aif m» whoa §hm >— 
done fcorpkadjop, tkat ber Tory jad0iiy bcr aeeaMn,tho grsfa 
eoibasMdon wbo dt M •peetaton, aad all tho eoart, am rfw and 
make proflBr to defend her la iplte of Mm ntoMol eoarietioB of 
her gaOt; aa the •hepbeids in Doa Qaixale Make froffor to 
f oOoir the heaatffol fbcphcrdcM lte«ela'«wfAo«ticaylaf any 
proit oat of her maatfeat raaolatioB nade thara hi thair hear- 
tag."— 

8o aweet and lorelj daea ihe nadca the iteaw, 
Whleh, like a caakar ta the frafraat roae. 
Does vol the haaatj of har bnddiag naaw ! 
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Cwr, Will yon dissemble ? sure yon do not well 
To firiffht me uius : yon never look thus pale, 
But wnen you are most anOTy. I do charge yon, 
Upon my blessing — ^nay I *Il call the Dnke, 
juid he shall school you. 

Mar, Publish not a fear, 
Which would convert to lauffhter : 'tis not so. 
Was not this crucifix my fiither's ? 

Cor, Yes. 

Mar, I have heard you say, giving my brother 
suck, 10 

He took the crucifix between his hands. 
And broke a limb off. 

Cot, Yes ; but 'tis mended. 

Flahinbo enters, 

Fla, I have brought your weapon back. 

[Flamikeo runs Maboello through. 
Cor, Ha, oh my horror ! 
Mar, You have brought it home, indeed. 
Cor, Help, oh, he 's murder'd ! 
Fla, Do you turn your gall up? I '11 to sanctuary, 
And send a surgeon to you. [JSxit Flam. 

HoBTBNSius {an Officer) enters. 

Hot. How, o' th* ground ? 20 

Mar, mother, now remember what I told 
Of breaking of the crucifix. Farewell. 
There are some sins, which Heaven doth duly punish 
In a whole family. This it is to rise 
Bv all dishonest means. Let all men know, 
That tree shall long time keep a steady foot. 
Whose branches spread no wiaer than the root [Diea* 

Cot, my perpetual sorrow ! 

Hor, Virtaous Marcello ) 29 

He 's dead. Pray leave him, lady : come, you shalL 

Cor, Alas ! he is not dead ; he 's in a tomce. 
Why, here's nobody shall get anything by his 

death. 
Let me call him again, for God's sake ! 

Hor, I would you were deceived. 

Cor, you abuse me, you abuse me you abuse 
me ! 
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How many have gone awaj thus, for lack of 'tend- 
ance ! 
Rear up 's head, rear up *b head ; his hUjeding iawaid 
wulkillhim. 

Jlor, You see he is departed. 

Cfor, Let me come to him ; ffive me him as he 
is ; if he be tum'd to earth, let me bat give him 
one hearty kiss, and you shall put us both into one 
ooflin. Fetch a looking-glass, see if his breath will 
not stain it ; or pull out some feathers firom my 
pillow, and li^ them to his lips : will you lose him 
for a littlepams-taking ? 

ffor. Tour kindest office is to pray for him. 

Cor, Alas ! I would not pray for hmi yet. He ma^ 
live to lay me i' th' ^und, and pray for me, if 
you '11 let me come to hmu 

The DuKB enters wUK FLAimno, and Pagb. 

Bra, Was this your handy-work t 

Fla. It was my misfortune. 

Cor, He lies, he lies ; he did not kill him : these 
have kill'd him, that would not let him be better 
look'd to. 

Bra, Have comfort, my griey'd mother. 10 

Cor. you screech-owl 1 

Hot, Forbear, good Madam. 

Cot, Let me go, let me go. 

{She runs to Flamineo wUh her htdfe drawn, and 

coming to him, lets it/all. 
The God of Heaven forgive thee. Dost not wonder 
I pray for thee ? I '11 tell thee what 's the reason : 
I have scarce breath to number twenty minutes ; 
I 'd not spend that in cursing. Fare thee well : 
Half of thyself lies there : and may'st thou live 
To fill an nour-glass with his mouldered ashes. 
To tell how thou should'st spend the time to come 20 
In blest repentance. 

Bra, Mother, pray tell me 
How came he by his death ? what was the quarrel? 

Chr, Indeed, my younger boy presum'd too much 
Upon his msuhood, gave him bitter words. 
Drew his sword first ; and so, I know not how. 
For I was out of my wits, he fell with 's head 
Just in my bosom. 



t. 
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Piaffe, This is not troe, Madam. 
Cor, I pr'ythee peace. 
One arrow 8 grazed already : it were vain 

To lose this, for that will ne'er be found again. 

***** 

Franoibco describes to Flaminbo the gri^of Cornelia 
ai the Fuiural qf Marcello. 

Your reverend mother 
Is grown a very old woman in two hours. 
I found them winding of Marcello*8 corse ; 
And there is such a solemn melody, 
'Tween doleful songs, tears, and sad elegies, 
Such as old grandimies, watching by the dead, 10 
Were wont to outwear the nights with, that, believe 

me, 
I had no eyes to guide me forth the room, 
They were so o'ercharg'd with water. 

FuneraX Dirge for Marcello. 

[His Mother sings it. 
Call for the robin-red-breast, and the wren, 
Since o'er shady groves they hover. 
And with leaves and flowers do cover 
The friendless bodies of unburied men. 
Call unto his funeral dole 
The ant, the field-mouse, and the mole. 
To raise him hillocks that shall keep him warm, 20 
And (when gay tombs are robb'd) sustain no harm ; 
But keep the wolf far thence, that 's foe to men, 
For with his nails he '11 dig them up again.* 

Foldei Thoughts, 
Come, come, my Lord, untie your folded thoughts, 
And let them dangle loose as a bride*s hair. 
Your sister 's poisoned. 

Dyiiig Princes, 

To see what solituriness is about dying Princes ! 
As heretofore they have unpeopled towns, divorced 

* I nsmr saw anything like this Dirge, exeqit the Ditty which 
reminds Ferdinand of hts drowned Father in the TempMt. As 
that isof the water, watery: so this is of the earth, earthy. Both 
have that intenseaMS of feeling, which seems to resolve itself 
into the elements which it contemplates. 
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friends, and made great houses nnhospitable, so 
now, justice ! where are their flatterers now ? 
flatterers are but the shadows of princes' bodies ; the 
least thick cloud makes them invisible. 

Natural Death. 
thou soft natural death ! thou art joint-twin 
To sweetest slumber 1 — no rough-bearded comet 
Stares on thy mild departure ; the dull owl 
Beats not against thy casement ; the hoarse wolf 
Scents not thy carrion : pity winds thy corse, 
Whilst horror waits on princes. 

Vow of Murder rebuied. 
Miserable creature, 
If thou persist in this 'tis damnable. 
Dost thou imagine thou canst slide on blood, 
And not be tainted with a shameful fall f 10 

Or like the black and melancholic yew-tree. 
Dost think to root thyself in dead men's graves 
And yet to prosper I 

Dpvn^ Man, 

See ! see ! how firmly he doth fix his eye 

Upon the crucifix ! 

On hold it constant ! 

It settles his wild spirits : and so his eyes 

Melt into tears. 

Despair, 
the cursed Devil, 
Which doth present us with all other sins 20 

Thrice candied o'er, despair, with gall and stibium ; 
Yet we carouse it off. 



xci. 
THE TRAGEDY OF THE DUCHESS OF MALFY. 

BY THE SAME. 

The Duchess o/Majsby tmrries Aivtonio, her Steward. 

Duchess. Cariola, her Maid. 

Duehess, Is Antonio come t 
Cariola, He attends you. 
Dueh, Grood dear soul, 
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me : but place thvself behind the ams, 

I thou may st overnear us : wish me good speed. 



Leave 

Where 

For I am eoingiuto a wilderness, 
Where I snail find nor path nor friendly clue 
To be my guide. [Gariola wiJIkirawi. 

Antonio eiiforf. 

I sent for you, sit down. 

Take pen and ink, and write. Are you ready t 

And, Yes, 

Duck, What did I say? 

AtU, That I should write somewhat. 10 

Duck, Oh, I remember. 
After these triumphs and this large expense, 
It 's fit, like thrifty husbands, we enquire 
What 's laid up for to-morrow. 

AiU, So please your beauteous excellence. 

Duck, Beauteous ! indeed I thank you ; 
I look younff iw your sake. 
You have ta^en my cares upon you. 

Aid, I '11 fetch your grace 
The particulars of your revenue and expense. 20 

Dwik, Oh, you re an upright treasurer : but you 
mistook: 
For when I said I meant to make enquiry 
What 's laid up for to-morrow, I did mean 
What 's laid up yonder for me. 

AtU, Where ? 

Du^ In Heaven. 
I 'm making my will (as 'tis fit Princes should), 
In perfect memory, and I pay, sir, tell me, 
Were not one better make it smiling, thus. 
Than in deep groans and terrible ghastly looks, 80 
As if the gifts we parted with procur'd 
That violent distraction t 

A'nl, Oh, much better. 

Duck, If I had a husband now, this care were quit. 
But I intend to make you overseer. 
What good deed shall we first remember \ say. 

AiU, Beffin with that first good deed, begun in the 
world 
After man's creation, the sacrament of marriage. 
I *d have you first provide fw a good husband ; 
Give him all. 40 
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DudL An? 

^iit Tea, yonr exeeDoit Mi£ 

DMdk. In a winding sheet f 

^ii<. Inaeoopleu 

DudL St Winifred, tlMt HOY ft ftmige vilL 

^iit Twere^^^temger if then nov no will in yoa 
To many again. ^-^ 

DmcjL What do yon think of mairia^! 

^ii<. I tike it, aa those tiiat deny puigatuty ; 
It locally oontainfl or heaven or heP, ~ 

There 's no third {dace in '( 

2>Me^ How do yon affect it f 

AnL My banishment, feeding my melaadioiy. 
Would often reason thus. 

2>Me^ Pray, let ns hear it. 

AnL Say a man nerer manr, nor hare cMldreB, 
What takes that from him f onhr the bare name 
Of being a fiither, or the weak delist 
To see &e little wanton ride a eock-hoise 
Upon a painted stick, or hear him chatter 20 

Like a taught staiiing. 

Duck. Fie, fie, what 'sail this? 
One of your eyes is blood-shot ; nse my line to 't. 
They saj 'tis very sov'reign, 'twas my wedimng ring, 
And I (ud vow nerer to part with it 
But to my second hnsband. 

AfU. Yon have parted with it now. 

Ihich. Yes, to help your eye-o^t. 

AnL Yon hsTe made me stuk blind. 

Dudu How? aO 

AnL There is a saucy and ambitioas deril. 
Is dancing in this circle. 

Duck, RemoTehim. 

AnL How? 

Duck, There needs small etM ijur ation, when your 
finger 
Hay do it; tfans: is it fit? 

{SkepuU ike rimg an kUJiwger. 

AnL What said yoa ? [He kneeie, 

Dwk, Sir! 
This goodly roof of yonrs is too low built ; 
I cannot stand upright in t nor diseomve, 40 

Wit^oot I raise it hi^ber : raise yourself; 
II. o 
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Or, if you please my hand to help you : so. 

A rU, Ambition, Madam, is a great man's madness,, 
That is not kept in chains and close-pent rooms, 
But in fair Usntsome lodging, and is girt 
"With the wild noise of prattling visitants, 
Which makes it lunatic beyond all cure. 
Conceive not I *m so stupid, but I aim 
Whereto your favors tend : but he *s a fool 
That, being a-cold, would thrust his hands in the fire 
To warm them. 10 

Ihich, So, now the ground *s broke, 
You may discover what a wealthy mine 
I make you lord of. 

Ant. Oh my unworthiness ! 

Ditch, You were ill to sell yourself. 
This darkening of your worth is not like that 
Which tradesmen use in the city ; their false lights 
Are to rid bad wares off : and I must tell you, 
If you will know where breathes a complete man 
(I speak it without flattery) turn your eyes, 20^ 

And process through yourself. 

ArU, Were there nor heaven nor hell, 
I should be honest : I have long serv'd virtue, 
And ne'er ta'en wages of her. — 

Diich. Now she pays it. — 
The misery of us that are bom great ! 
We are forc'd to woo, because none dare woo us : 
And as a tyrant doubles with his words. 
And fearfully equivocates ; so we 
Are forced to express our violent passions 30 

In riddles, and m dreams, and leave the path 
Of simple virtue, which was never made 
To seem the thing it is not. Go, ^o brag 
You have left me heartless ; mine is in your bosom ;. 
I hope 'twill multiply love there : you ao tremble i 
Make not your heart so dead a piece of flesh. 
To fear more than to love me. Sir, be confident. 
What is it distracts you? This is flesh and blood, Sir> 
'Tis not the figure cut in alabaster, 
Kneels at my husband's tomb. Awake, awake, man. 
I do here put off all vain ceremony, 41 

And only do appear to you a young widow 
That claims you for her husband, and like a widow,, 
I use but half a blush in 't. 
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Ant. Tmth speak for me ; 
I will remain the constant sanctuary 
Of your good name. 

Dueh, I thank you, gentle love ; 
And 'cause you shall not come to me in debt 
(Being now my Steward) here upon your lips 
I sign your quietus est : this you should have begg'd 

now. 
I have seen children oft eat sweetmeats thus, 
As fearful to devour them too soon. 

Ant, But, for your brothers — 10 

Dueh. Do not think of them. 
All 'discord, without this circumference, 
Is only to be pitied, and not fear'd : 
Yet, should they know it, time will easily 
Scatter the tempest. 

Ant. These words should be mine. 
And all the parts you have spoke ; if some part of it 
Would not have savour'd flattery. 

[Cabiola oonu8 forward. 

Duek. Kneel. 

Ard. Ha! 20 

Buck. Be not amaz'd ; this woman's of my counsel, 
I have heard lawyers say, a contract in a chamber 
Per verba prcesenti is absolute marriage ; 
Bless heaven this sacred Gordian, wmch let violence^ 
Never untwine. 

Ant. And may our sweet affections, like the spheres. 
Be still in motion. 

Duck. Quickening, and make 
The like soft music. . . . 

Car. Whether the spirit of greatness, or of woman, 
Reign most in her, I know not ; but it shews 81 

A fearful madness : I owe her much of pity. 

The DncHBSS's mairiage with Antonio being discovered, 
her brother Frbdinand ^mts her up in a Prison, and 
torments her with various trials of itudied Cruelty. By 
his command BOSOLA, the instrument of his Devices, 
shews her the Bodies of her Husbaaid and Children 
eountetftited in Wax, as dead. 

Bos. He doth present you this sad spectacle, 
That, now you know directly they are dead, 
Hereafter you may wisely cease to ffrieye 
For that which cannot bie reooyerea. 
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Diuh. There is not between heaven and earth one 
wish 
I stay for after this : it wastes me more 
Than were 't my picture fashion'd out of wax, 
Stuck with a magical needle, and then buried 
In some foul dunghill ; and yond 's an excellent 

property 
For a tyrant, which I would account mercy. 

Bos, What's that? 

Ihich, If they would bind me to that lifeless trunk, 
And let me freeze to death. 

Bos. Come, you must live. ... 10 

Leave this vain sorrow. 
Things being at the worst begin to mend. 
The Bee, 

When he hath shot his sting into your hand, 
May then play with your eye-lid. 

Duch, Qrooa comfortable fellow. 
Persuade a wretch that 's broke upon the wheel 
To have all his bones new set ; entreat him live 
To be executed again. Who must dispatch me ? 
I account this world a tedious theatre, 20 

For I do play a part in 't 'gainst my will. 

Bos, Come, be of comfort, I will save your life. 

Duck, Indeed I have not leisure to attend 
So smaU a business. 
I will go pray. — ^No : I '11 go curse. 

Bos, Ofie. 

IhjLch. I could curse the stars : 

Bos, fearful ! 

Duch, And those three smiling seasons of the year 
Into a Russian winter : nay, the world 30 

To its first chaos. 

Plagues (that make lanes through largest families) 
Consume them.* 
Let them like tyrants 

^e'er be rememoer'd but for the ill they 'ye done. 
Lot all the zealous prayers of mortified 
Churchmen forget them. 

Let heaven a little while cease crowning martyrs. 
To punish them : go, howl them this ; and say, I 
long to bleed : 89 

It is some mercy when men kill witii speed. [Exit, 
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FlBDINAND (f^itTt, 

Ferd. Excellent, as I would wish : she *8 plagaed 
in art. 
These presentations are but fram'd in wax, 
By the carious master in that quality, 
Yincentio Lauriola, and she takes them 
For true substantial bodies. 

Bos, Why do you do this ? 

Ferd, To bring her to despair. 

JSos, Faith, end here ; 
And CO no further in vour cruelty. 
Send her a penitential garment to put on 10 

Next to her delicate skin, and furnish her 
With beads and prayer books. 

Ferd, Damn her ; that body of hers. 
While that my blood ran pure in 't, was more worth 
Than that, which thou wouldst comfort, call'd a souL 
1 11 send her masques of common courtesans. 
Have her meat served up by bawds and ruffians. 
And ('cause she '11 needs be mad) I am resolv'd 
To remove forth the common hospital 19 

All the mad folk, and place them near her lodging ; 
There let 'em practise together, sing, and dance, 
And act their gambols to the full o the moon. — 

She %8 hepi waking %cith noises of Madmen : and, tU last 
is strangled by common EzeculdonerB. 

Duchess. Cabiola. 

Dwh, What hideous noise was that ? 

Car, 'Tis the wild consort 
Of madmen, Lady : which your tyrant brother 
Hath placed about your lodging : this tyranny 
I think was never practis'd till this hour. 

Duck, Indeed I thank him : nothing but noise and 
foUy 
Can keep me in my right wits, whereas reason 
And silence make me stark mad ; sit down, 30 

Discourse to me some dismal tragedy. 

Car, 'twill increase your mSuicholy. 

Duck, Thou art deceived : 
To hear of greater grief would lessen mine. 
This is a prison? 

Car, Yes: but thou shalt live 
To diake this durance ofL 
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Dueh. Thou art a fool. 
The Bobin-red-breast and the Nightingale 
Never live long in cages. 

Car, Pray, dry your eyes. 
What think you of, Madam ? 

Ihtch, Of nothing : 
When I muse thus, I sleep. 

Car, Like a madman, with your eyes open ? 

Duck, Dost thou think we shall know one 
another 
In the other world ? 10 

Car, Yes, out of question. 

Duck. O that it were possible we might 
But hold some two days' conference with the dead! 
From them I should learn somewhat I am sure 
I never shall know here. I '11 tell thee a miracle ; 
I am not mad yet, to my cause of sorrow. 
Th' heaven o'er my heaa seems made of molten brass, 
The earth of flammg sulphur, yet I am not mad : 
I am acquainted with 8^1 misery, 
As the tann'd galley-slave is with his oar ; 20 

Neoessity makes me suffer constantly, 
And custom makes it easy. Who do I look like 
now? 

Car, Like to your picture in the gallery ; 
A deal of life in show, out none in practice : 
Or rather, like some reverend monument 
Whose ruins are even pitied. 

Ihich, Veiy proper : 
And Fortune seems only to have her eyesight, 
To behold my tragedy. How now. 
What noise is that ? 30 

A Servant enters, 

Ser, I am come to tell you. 
Your brother hath intended you some sport. 
A great physician when the Pope was sick 
Of a deep melancholy, presented him 
With several sorts of nuuimen, which wild object 
(Being full of change and sport) forc'd him to laugh 
And so th' imposthurae broke : the self-same cure 
The duke intends on you. 

Ihich. Let them come in. 
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ilerejblhm a Danot cf mtrndry wrU cf M t Auitm, wkk 
JiMtie OMsweraUe tkerdo : «^Ur wkkk BtMOLA (iSbg 
OM old Mom) enien. 

Duek, Is he mad too t 

Bos, I am oome to make tliy tomb. 

Dueh. Ha : my tomb ! 
Thoa speak'st as if I lay uwrn my deathbed, 
Gaaping for breatii : dciet uioo pereeiTe me ack ? 

JSoi. Tee, and the more dangerooaly, amee thj 
dckneas is inaeDsible. 

Dueh, Thoa art not mad aiiie : dost kaoir me ? 

Bos. Yes. 

Dueh. Who am I ! 9 

Bos. Thou art a box of wormseed ; at best but a 
salTatoiy of green mommy. What 's this flesh t a 
Httle cniddea milk, fimta'^tira] pufT-ijaste. Our 
bodies are weaker than those paper-prisons boys nss 
to keep flies in, more contemptible, since ours is to 
preserve earthworms. Didst thoa erer see a laric in 
a case ? Sach is the aool in the body : this world is 
like ner little tarf of grass ; and the heaven o'er oar 
heads like her looking-^aas, only gives osamiscfaUe 
knowledge of the smalToompass of oor prison. 

Duch. Am not I thy doehess ? 20 

^os. Thoa art some great woman sore, for riot 
begins to sit on thy forehead (dad in grey hairs) 
twenty years sooner than on a merry nrnk-maid's, 
Thoa sleepest worse, than if a moose shoold be 
forced to take op her lodging in a cat" s ear : a little 
infiuit that breeds its teeth, shoold it lie with thee 
woold cry oot, as if thoa wert the more onqniet 
bedfellow. 

JXieh. I am Docheas of Malfy stilL 

Bos. That makes thy sleep so broken : 30 

Glories, like glow-worms, afiv offdiine bri^^t : 
Bot, look'd too near, have neither heat nor li^^ 

J)ueh. Thoo art very plain. 

Bos. My trade is to flatter the dead, not the 
living. I am a tomb-maker. 

Dueh. And thoo comest to make my tomb ! 

Bos. Yes. 

Dueh. Let me be a little merry. 
Of what staff wiH thoa make it ? 
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Bo9» N^y resolye me first ; of what faahion t 

Dudk. Why, do we grow fiBoitasticftl in oar death- 
bed? 
Do we affect fashion in the grave ? 

Bos, Most ambitioosly. Princes' ima^ on tJieir 
tombs do not lie as they were wont, seemmg to pni^ 
up to heaven : but with their hands unaer their 
cneeks (as if tiiey died of the toothache) : tJiey are 
not carved with their eyes fixed upon the stars ; but, 
as their minds were wholly bent upon the world, the 
self same way they seem to turn their faoes. 10 

Dfieh, Let me know fillip therefore the effect 
Of this thy dismal preparation, 
This talk, fit for a chameL 

Bo9. Now I shall. 

[A Coffin^ Cords, and a BeU, produeed. 

Here is a present from your princely brothers ; 
And may it arrive welcome, for it brings 
Last benefit, last sorrow. 

Dueh. Let me see it, 
I have so much obedience in my blood, 
I wish it in their veins to do them good. 20 

Bos. Tins is your last presence-chamber. 

Car, my sweet lady. 

Diteh, Peace ; it affir^hts not me. 

Bos, I am the common bell-man, 
That usually is sent to condemn'd persons 
The night before they suffer. 

J)itek, Even now thou saidst. 
Thou wast a tomb-maker. 

Bos, 'Twas to bring you 
By degrees to mortification : Listen. 80 

Dirge, 
Hark, now everything is still ; 
The screech-owl, and the whistler shrill. 
Call upon our dame aloud. 
And bid her quickly don her shroud. 
Much you had of land and rent ; 



Your length in day 's now competent. 

A long war disturbed your mind ; 

Here your perfect peace is sign'd. 

Of what is t fools make such vain keeping ? 
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Sin, their conception ; their birth, weeping : 
Their life, a general mist of error ; 
Their death, a hideous storm of terror. 
Strew your hair with powders sweet, 
Don dean linen, bathe your feet : 
And (the foul fiend more to check) 
A cradfix let bless your neck. 
'Tis now fall tide 'tween night and day : 
End yoor groan, and come away. 9* 

Car. Hence, villains, tyrants, murderers ! alas ! 
What will you do with my lady ? Call for help. 
Duck, To whom ; to our next neighbours ? They 
are mad folks. 
Farewell, Cariola. . . . ! 
I pray thee look thou ffiv'st my little boy 
Some syrup for his cold ; and let the fl;irl 
Say her prayers ere she sleep. — ^Now what you please ; 
What death ? 
Bos. Strangling. Here are your executioners. 
Dutk. I forgive them. 
The apoplexy, catarrh, or cough o' the lungs, 20 
Would do as much as thev do. 
Bos. Doth not death fright you ? 
2>ue^ Who would be amdd on 't, 
Knowing to meet such excellent company 
In th' other world. 

Bob. Yet, methinks, 
The manner of your death should much afflict you 
This cord should terrify you. 

Dwik. Not a whit. 
What would it pleasure me to have my throat cut 80 
With diamonds ? or to be smothered 
With cassia ? or to be shot to death with pearls % 
I know death hath ten thousand several dxwrs 
For men to take their exits : and 'tis found 
They go on such strange geometrical hinges, 
Yon may open them both ways: any way: (for 

heav'n's sake) 
So I were out of your whispering. Tell my brothers,. 
That I pOToeive, death (now I *m well awake) 
Best mh, is, they can give or I can take. 
I wotud fain put off my last woman's fault ; 40^ 

I 'd not be tedious to you. • . . 
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Pall, and pnll strongly, for your able strength 
Must pull down heaven upon me. 
Yet stay, heaven gates are not so highly arch'd 
As princes' palaces ; they that enter there 
Must go upon their knees. Come, violent death, 
Serve for Mandragora to make me sleep. 
60, tell my brothers ; when I am laid out. 
They then may feed in quiet 

[They strangU her, huding, 

Ferdinand ewUrs, 

Ferd, Is she dead ? 

Bo9. She is what you would have her. ... 10 
Fix your eye here. 

Ferd. Constantly. 

Boa, Do you not weep ? 
Other sins only speak ; murder shrieks out. 
The element of water moistens the earth, 
But blood flies upwards and bedews the heavens. 

Feird, Cover her face : mine eyes dazzle : she died 
young. 

Bos, I thmk not so : her infelicity 
Seem'd to have years too many. 

Ferd, She and I were twins : 20 

And should I die this instant, I had lived 
Her time to a minute.* 

« « « « * 

* All the seyeral parte of the dreadful apparataa with which 
the Dacbess's death Is ushered in, are not more remote from the 
eonoeptlons of ordinary vengeance, than the strange character of 
iuffenng which they seem to bring upon their victima, Is beyond 
the Imagination of ordinary poets. As tliey are not like infla- 
tions of thU H/Bt so her language seems not of this world. She 
has Ured among horrors tiill she te become ** native and endowed 
unto that element" She speaJcs the dialect of despair^er 
tongue has a smatch of Tartarus and the souls in bale.— What 
are ** Luke's Iron crown," the brazen bull of Perillus, Procmstas* 
bed, to the waxen ^nages which connterfeit death, to the wQd 
masque of madmen, the tomb-maker, the bell-mao, the Mving 
person's dirge, the morfeifleation by degrees I To movo a horror 
skilfully, to touch a soul to the quick, to lav upon fear as much 
as it oan bear, to wean and weary a life tlU It is ready to drop 
and then step in with mortal Instrumente to take ito last forfeit: 
this onlv a Webster oan do. Writers of an iof<irlor genius may 
»*upon horror's head horrors accumulate" but they cannot do 
this. They mistake quantity for quality, they ** terrify babes 
with painted devils " but they know not how a soul is capable of 
being moved ; their terrors want dignity, their affrightmenta 
•re without decorum. 
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Single Life. 

fie upon this single life : forego it 

We read how Dapmie, for her peevish flight, 
Became a froitless bay-tree : Syrinx turn d 
To the pale empty reed : Anazarate 
Was frcwen into marble ; whereas those 
Which married, or proVd kind unto their friends, 
Were, by a gracious influence, trans-shap'd 
Into the olive, pomgranate, mulberry, 
Became flowen, precious stones, or eminent stars. 

FabU, 
Upon a time, Reputation, Love, and Death, 10 

Woold travel o'er the world : and 'twas concluded 
That thev should part, and take three several ways. 
Death told them, tney should And him in great battles. 
Or cities plagued with plagues : Love gives them 

counsel 
To enquire for him 'mongst unambitious shepherds, 
Where dowries were not talk'd of ; and sometimes, 
'Mongst quiet kindred that had nothing left 
By their dead parents : stay, quoth Reputation ; 
tio not forsake me, for it is my nature. 
If once I part from any man 1 meet, 20 

1 am never found again. 

Another. 
A Salmon, as she swam unto the sea. 
Met with a Dog-fish ; who encounters her 
With his rouffh language ; why art thou so bold 
To mix thyself with our hiffh state of floods ? 
Being no eminent courtier, out one 
That for the calmest and fresh time of the year 
Dost live in shallow rivers, rank'st thvself 
With silly Smelts and Shrimps : — and darest thou 
Pass by our Dog-ship without reverence ? 30 

O (quoth the Salmon) sister, be at peace ; 
Thiuik Jupiter we both have passed the net. 
Our vslue never can be truly known, 
Till in the fisher's basket we be shewn : 
In the market then my price may be the higher ; 
Even when I 'm nearast to the cook and fire. 
So to great men the moral may be stretched : 
Hen oft are vUued high when they 're most wretched. 
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xcri. 
APPIUS AND VIRGINIA : A TRAGEDY. 

BY THE SAMB. 

-^KTOS, the Roman Decemvir, not heing able to corrupt ^ 
Innocence of Virginia, Davghter to ViBOiNiUS tM 
Roman General, and newly married to IciLiOT « 
y<ning and noble Oeatleman; to get possession of a^ 
person^ suborns one Clodiub to claim ^ ^ ^ 
pavghter of a deceased Bondwoman of ^^hJ^.jT. 
^ftimmy of certain forged writings, prden^ too^ 
^ Peposition of that Woman, on her deathbed, eo^ 
^ng that the ChUd had been spurumsly pMsed up^m. 
Y^mxjBjbr his own : the QoMt is trudai Jicme^ 
otfore Appius. 

Apptos. Vibqinia. Viroinius, her F^h^- ^^f^^ 
^Jffusband. Senators of Rome. Nurse, OJUJ o«A«r 
vvxtnesBes. 
yirginius. My Lords, beUeve not this spruce 
orator. * 
Had I but fee'd him first, he would have told 
As smooth a tale on our side. 
■^jRpiiw. Give us leave. , .^„ 

Vtrginius. He deals in formal glosses, coimiiig 
shows, 
And cares not greatly which way the case goes. 
*|J«nine, I beseecli you, this old woman, 
who IS the truest ^tness of her birth. 
Ajtpius. Soft you, is she your only witness 1 
ytrginius. SKe is, my Lord. ^ 

Appius. Wliy , is it possible, 
OTCh a creat lady in her time of chUd-birth 
^ould have no o-tlier witness but a nurse 1 

Virginius, B*ot aught I know, the rest are de» 

my Lord. 
Appius, DeckcL 1 No, my Lord, belike they "W 

of COUXL8<oX 

^^th your deoeecsed lady, and so shamed 
JLjncetogiv© ooXot to so vUe an act. , , 
Ihou nurse, olo^^^^e me ; thy offence already 
XJoth merit l^xxxxxshment above our censure ; 
-nill not moi^ -^vKips upon thee. 



Comifel for Clodtas. 
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XGII. 

APPIUS AND VIRGINIA : A TRAGEDY. 

BT THE SAMS. 

Affius, the Roman Decemvir, not being able to corrupt the 
Innocence of VmaiinA, Davghter to Vibginiub the 
Roman General, and newly married to ICXLIUB a 
yowng and noble Oentleman; to get poaeuion of her 
penon, suborns one Clodiub to ctadm her as the 
Daughter of a deceased Bondwoman of Aw. on the 
testimony of certain forged writings, pretended to be 
the Deposition of that Woman, on her deathbed, con^ 
fusing theU the Child had been spuriously passed upon 
VmonflUB for his own : the Cause is tried at Rome 
brforeAFFiUB, 

Appiub. YmaiNiA. Viboinius, her Father. Ichjub^ 
her Husband. Senators of Rome. JSvocte, and other 
Witneflses. 

Virgvuivs, yLj Lords, believe not this spnice 
orator.* 
Had I but fee'd him first, he would have told 
As smooth a tale on our side. 

Appiua, Give us leave. 

Kirginius, He deals in formal glosses, cunning 
shows, 
And cares not greatly which way the case goes. 
Examine, I beseech ^ou, this old woman. 
Who is the truest witness of her birth. 

Appitts, Soft you, is she your only witness t 

Kirgvnius, She is, my Lord. 10 

Appius. Why, is it possible, 
Such a ffreat lady in her time of child-birth 
Should nave no other witness but a nurse ? 

Virginius. For aught I know, the rest are dead^ 
my Lord. 

Appitts. Dead ? No, my Lord, belike they were 
of counsel 
With your deceased lady, and so shamed 
Twice to give color to so vile an act. 
Thou nurse, observe me ; thy offence already 
Doth merit punishment above our censure ; 
Pull not more whips upon thee. 20 

'* Couniel for Clodlus. 
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Nwn€. I defy your whips, my lord. 
AppivA, Gomnuuid her silence, Lictors. 

Vi/rffwii'M* O ixgustice ! you frown away my 
witaeas. 
Is this law, \& this aprightness ? 

Amww, Have you ▼iew'd the writin£[s ! 
ThiB 18 a trkk to make oar slaves our heirs 
Bc^rtcmd prevention. 

virgwifM, Appius, wilt thou hear me I 
Yo>a have slander a a sweet lady that now sleeps 
In a most noble monument Obsenre me ; 1(X 

I would have ta'en her simple word to gage 
Before his soul or thine. 

Appvu9, That makes thee wretched. 
Old man, I am sorry for thee ; that thy love 
By custom is grown natural, which by nature 
Should be an absolute loathing. Note the sparrow ; 
That having hatch'd a cuckoo, when it sees 
Her brood a monster to her proper kind. 
Forsakes it, and with more fear shuns the nest, . 
Than she had care i' the spring to have it drest. 20 
Here *s witness, most sufficient witness. 
Think you, my Lord, our laws are writ in snow, 
And tliat your breath can melt them I 

Virffmius. No, my Lord, 
We have not such hot livers : mark you that ? 

Virginia, Remember yet the gods, O Appius, 
Who nave no part in this. Thy violent lust 
Shall, like the biting^ of th' envenom'd aspic, 
Steal thee to helL So subtle are thy evils ; 
In life they '11 seem good angels, in death devUs. 80 

Appius. Observe you not this scandal ? 

IcUius, Sir, 'tis none. 
1 11 shew thy letters full of violent lust 
Sent to this lady. . . . 

Appius, My Lords, these are but dilatory shifks. 
Sirrah, I know you to the very heart, 
And 1 11 observe you. 

leilitu. Do, but do it with justice. 
Clear thyself first, O Appius, ere thou judge 
Our imperfections rashly, for we wot 40 

The office of a justice is perverted quite, 
When one thief hangs another. 
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1 Senator. Yon are too bol(|. 

Appivs, Lictors, take charge of him. 

Idlivs, 'Tis very good. 
Will no man view these papers*? What not one? 
Jove, thou hast found a rival upon earth, 
His nod strikes all men dumb. 
]My duty to you. 

llie ass that carried Isis on his back, 
Thought that the superstitious people kneel'd 
To give his dulness humble reverence. 10 

If thou thinkst so, proud judge, I let thee see 
I bend low to thy gown but not to thee. 

VirginitLS, There 's one in hold already. Noble 
youth, 
Fetteps grace one, being worn for speaking truth. 
I '11 lie with thee, I swear, though in a dungeon. 
The iiy'uries you do us we shall pardon ; 
But it is just, the wrongs which we forgive 
The gods are charg'd therewith to see revenged. 

Appius, Yoxa madness wrongs you : by my soul,. 
I love you. 

Vvrginius, Thy soul ! 20 

O thy opinion, old Pythagoras ! 
Whither, whither should thy black soul fly, 
Into what ravenous bird, or beast most vile ? 
Only into a weeping crocodile. 
Love me ! 

Thou lov'st me, Appius, as the earth loves rain. 
Only to swallow it. 

Appivs, Enow you the place you stand in ? 

Virgmiua, I *11 speak freely. 
Good men, too much trusting their innocence, 30 
Do not betake them to that just defence 
Which gods and nature gave them ; but even wink 
In the black tempest, and so fondly sink. 
Appivs, Let us proceed to sentence. 

Virginius, Ere you speak, 
One parting farewell let me borrow of you 
To take of my Virginia. 

Appius, Pf&yi take your course. 

Virgmius, Farewell, my sweet Yixgmia : never, 
never 
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Shall I taste fruit of the most blessed hope 

I had in thee. Let me forget the thought 

Of thy most pretty infancy : when first 

Betoniinir from the wars, I took delight 

To rook uiee in my tarjget ; when my girl 

Would kiss her father in his burganet 

Of fldittering steel hung 'bout his armed neck, 

And, Yiewing the bright metal, smile to see 

Another fiiir Virginia smile on thee ; 

When I first taught thee how to go, to speak ; lO^ 

And (when my wounds have smarted) I have sung. 

With an unslulful yet a willing voice, 

To bring my girl asleep. O my Virginia ; 

When we begun to be, begun our woes ; 

Increasing still, as dying Ufe still grows. . . . 

Thus I surrender her into the court 

Of all the gods. [Eills her. 

And see, proud Appius, see ; 
Although not justly, I have made her free. 
And if thy lust with this act be not fed, 20' 

Bury her in thy bowels now she 's dead. 



XCIII. 

THE DEVIL'S LAW CASE ; 

OR, 

WHEN WOMEN GO TO LAW, THE DEVIL IS 
FULL OF BUSINESS : A TRAGICOMEDY. 

BY THE SAME. 

COHTABiiro challenges Ebcolb to jight wUh him finr ilie 
possemon of J OissTAf whom they loth love. 

Con, Sir, my love to you has proclaim'd you one, 
Whose word was still led bv a noble thought, 
And tliat thought foUow'd by as fair a deed : 
Deceive not that opinion : we were students 
At Padua together, and have long 
To the worla s eye shewn like friends. 
Was it hearty on your part to mo ? 

Mrc Unfeigned. 



' ^- 
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Can, You are fiilse 
To the good thought I held of yon ; and now, 
Join the worst pcurt of man to you, ^our malice, 
To uphold that fiilsehood. Sacred mnocence 
Is fled your bosom. Signior, I must tell you ; 
To draw the picture of unkindness truly, 
Is to express two that have dearly loved, 
And fall'n at variance. 'Tis a wonder to me, 
Knowing my interest in tiie fair Jolenta, 
That you should love her. 10 

Ere, Compare her beauty and my youth together, 
And you will find the fair effects of love 
No miracle at all. 

Cow. Yes, it will prove 
Prodigious to you : 1 must stay your voyage. 
Etc, Your warrant must be mighty. 
Ckm, Tis a seal 
From heaven to do it, since you 'd ravish from me 
What 's there entitled mine ; and yet I vow. 
By the essential front of spotless ^virtue, 20 

I have compassion of both our youths : 
To approve which, I have not ta'en the way, 
Like an Italian, to cut your thi^oat 
By practice that had giv'n you now for dead 
And never frowned upon you. . . . 
You must fight with me. 
Ere, I win, Sir. 
C(m, And instantly. 

Ere, I will haste before you ; *point whither. 
C(m. Why, you speak nobly ; and, for this fair 
dealing, 30 

Were the rich jewel (which we vary for) 
A thin^ to be divided, by my life, 
I would be well content to give you half : 
But since 'tis vain to think we can be friends, 
'Tis needful one of us be ta'en away 
From being the other's enemy. 

Ere, Yet, methinks. 
This looks not like a quarrel. 
C(m, Not a quarrel ! 

Ere, You have not apparelled your fury well ; 40 
It goes too plain, like a scholar. 
V(m, It is an ornament. 
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Mafcet it more tenible ; and voa BbsM find it^ 
A weighty uymyf <u^ attenaed on 
By dlflcreei Taloior ; becaoae I do not iteike yon. 
Or gire yon the lie (snch fool prepantiTee 
Woold anew like the stale ugmy of wine) 
I reaerre my xa^ to sit on my sword's pointy 
Which a great quantity of yoor best blood 

JSrc Ton ^ondae well to yonraelf. 
Shall 's have no seconds ? 10 

Con, None, for fear of prevention. 

JBn, The length of our weapons ? 

Ckm, We 11 fit them by the way : 
So whether onr time calls ns to live or die. 
Let ns do both like noble gentlemen. 
And tme Italians. 

JBre, For that, let me embrace yoo. 

Con, Methinks, being an Italian, I tmst yon 
To come somewhat too near me : 
Bat your jealousy gave that embrace to try 20 

If I were arm'd ; <ud it not ! 

^Brc No, believe me. 
I take yoor heart to be sufficient proof, 
Withont a privy coat : and, for my part, 
A taSkty is all the shirt of mail 
I am ann'd with. 

CoTL You deal equally.* 

Sitting for a Picture, 
Must you have my Picture ? 
Ton will enjoin me to a strange punishment. 
With what a compell'd face a woman sits 30 

While she is drawing ! I have noted divers 
Either to feign smiles, or suck in the lips, 
To have a lime mouth ; ruffle the cheeKS, 
To have the dimple seen ; and so disorder 
The face with affectation, at next sitting 
It has not been the same : I have known others 
Have lost the entire fashion of their face, 
In half an hour's sitting — in hot weather — 
The painting on their face has been so mellow, 

* I hare lelected this seone ai the model of a wollHDtoaged 
and gentlemaiilike differanoe. 

II. D 
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They have left the poor man harder work by half 
To mend the copy he wrought by. But indeed, 
If ever I would nave mine drawn to the life, 
I would have a painter steal it at such a time 
I were devoutly kneeling at my pravers ; 
There is then a heavenly beauty in t, the soul 
Moves in the superficies. 

Hownuble JEmplojfment, 

Oh, my lord, lie not idle : 

The chiefost action for a man of great spirit 

Is never to be out of action. We should think ; 10 

The soul was never put into the body. 

Which has so many rare and curious pieces 

Of mathematical motion, to stand stilL 

Virtue is ever sowing of her seeds : 

In the trenches for the soldier ; in the wakeful study 

For the scholar ; in the furrows of the sea 

For men of our profession : of all which 

Arise and spring up honour. 

Selling of Land. 

1 could wish 
That noblemen would ever live in the coimtry, 20 
Sather than make their visits up to the city 
About such business. Noble houses 
Have no such goodly prospects any way 
As into their own land : the decay of tnat 
(Next to their bcg^g church-land) is a ruin 
Worth all men's pity. 

Dirge in a Fuiural PageaTU, 
All the flowers of the spring 
Meet to perfume our burying : 
These have but their crowing prime, 
And man does flourish but his time. 80 

Survey our progress j&x)m our birth ; 
We are set, we grow, we turn to earth. 
Courts adieu, and all delights 
All bewitchinff appetites. 
Sweetest breatn and clearest eye 
(Like perfumes) go out and die ; 
And consequently this is done, 
As shadows wait upon the sun. 
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Tain the ambition of kings, 

Who seek b^ trophies and dead things 

To leave a living name behind, 

And weave but nets to catch the wind. 

xoiv. (g.) 
FURTHER EXTRACTS FROM THE SAME. 

BY THE SAME. 
Clergy-comfort, 
Abiosta. Romelio. 
Aria. I must talk to you, like a Divine, of 

patience. 
JBom, I have heard some talk of it very much, 
and many 
Times to their auditors' impatience ; but I pray, 
What practice do thev make on 't in their lives ? 
Thej are too ftdl of choler with living honest. 
And some of them not only impatient 10 

Of their own slightest injuries, but stark mad 
At one another's preferment. 

Sepulture. 
Two Bellmen, a Capuchin ; Romelio, and others. 

Cap. For pity's sake, vou that have tears to shed, 
Si^ a soft requiem, and let fall a bead. 
For two unfortunate Nobles,* whose sad fate 
Leaves them both dead and excommunicate. 
Kg churchman's prayer to comfort their last groans, 
Kg sacred seed of earth to hide their bones ; 
But as their fury wrought them out of breath, 
The Canon spei^ them ^ill^ of their own death. 20 

JBom. Denied Christian burial ! I pray, what 
does that ? 
Or the dead lazy inarch in the funeral I 
Or the flattery m the epitaph I — ^whioh shows 
More sluttish far than all the spiders' webs, 
Shall ever grow upon it : what do these 
Add to our well- Ming after death ? 

Cap, Not a scruple. 

JSanu Very well then — 
I have a certun meditation, 

*81aiain*dacL 
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(If I can tMnk oft), somewhat to this purpose ; 

I '11 say it to you, while my mother there 

Numbers her oeads : — 

" You that dwell near these grayes and yatdts, 

Which oft do hide physicians' £ftults, 

Note what a small room does suffice 

To express men's good : their vanities 

Would fill more volume in small hand, 

Than all the evidence of Church Land. 

Funerals hide men in civil wearing, 10 

And are to the Drapers a good hearing ; 

Make th' Heralds laugh in their black raiment ; 

And all die Worthies, die with payment 

To th' Altar offerings : tho' their fEune, 

And all the charity of their name, 

*Twoen heav'n and this, yield no more liffht 

Than rotten trees, which shine in th' nignt. 

look the last Act be best in th* Play, 
And then rest gentle bones ! yet pray, 

That when by the Precise you 're viewed, 20 

A supersedeas be not sued, 

To remove you to a place more airy, 

That in your stead they may keep chary 

Stockfish, or seacole ; for the abuses 

Of sacrilege have tum'd graves to viler uses. 

How then can any monument say. 

Here rest these bones to the last day, 

When Time, swift both of foot and feather, 

May bear them the sexton knows not whither ? 

What care I then, tho' my last sleep 30 

Be in the desert, or in the deep ; 

No lamp, nor taper, day and ni^ht. 

To give my chamel chargeable light ? 

1 've there like quantity of around ; 
And at the last day I shall oe found." * 

ImiruUnrt Death. 

Contarino 's dead. 

that he should die so soon 1 

Why, I pray, tell me : 

* Welxster was parish clerk at St Andrew's, .Holbom. The 
anxioos recurrence to chorch matters ; saerilege; tomb-stones ; 
with the frequent faitroductlon of dirge* ; in this, and his other 
tragedies, may be traced to his profeuional sympathies. 
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b nibt fhe ihortast feyer best ? and are not 
Bad p!Ujs fhe wone for their length ? 

OmUp P r tfer menL 
I haTB a plot» shall breed, 
Oat of tl^ death of these two noblemen 
Til' adTanoenifint of onr house^ 

take heed 1 
A ^praTB is a rotten foundation. 

Miichtrft 

Axe like the visits of Franciscan friars, 
-They never oome to prey upon us single. 

Latt Love ttnmgetu 
As we loTe onr yonngest children best, 10 

So the last fimit of onr affection, 
Wherever we bestow it, is most strong. 
Most violent, most irresistible ; 
Since 'tis indeed our latest harvest home, 
Last merriment 'fore winter ; and we widows. 
As men report of onr best picture-makers, 
We love the piece we are in hand with better. 
Than all the excellent work we have done before. 

Mother* 8 Anger, 

Leonora. Ha, my Son ! 
1 11 be a ftirv to him ; like an Amazon lady, 20 

I 'd cut off this right pap that gave him suck. 
To shoot him dead. 1 'll no more tender him, 
Than had a wolf stol'n to my teat in th' night, 
And robb'd me of my milk. 

Distraction from Gfuili, 
Leonora (sola). Ha, ha ! What say you I 
I do talk to somewhat, methinks ; it may be. 
My Evil Genius. — Do not the bells ring ? 
I 've a strange noise in my head : 0, fly in pieces t 
Gome, age, and wither me into the malice 
Of those that have been happr^ ; let me have 80 
One property for more than the devil of hell ; 
Let me envy the pleasure of youth heartily ; 
Let me in uiis life fear no kind of ill. 
That have no good to hope for. Let me sink, 
Where- neither man nor memory may find me. 

[Falls to the ground. 
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Confessor {entering). You are well employed, I 
hope ; the best pillow in th* world 
For this your contemplation is the earth, 
And the best object, Heaven. 

Leonora, I am whispering 
To a dead friend 

Obsladet, 
Let those, that would oppose this union, 
Grow ne'er so subtle, and entangle themselves 
In their own work, like spiders ; while we two 
Haste to our noble wishes, and presume, 
The hindrance of it will breed more delight, — 10 
As black copartiments show gold more bright. 

Falling out. 
To draw the Picture of Unkindness truly, 
Is to express two that have dearly loved 
And fall'n at variance. 



xcv. 
THE REVENGER'S TRAGEDY. 

BY CYRIL TOURinSUR. 

VnfDiOi addreues the Shdl of his dead Lady, 

Thou sallow picture of my poison'd love. 

My study's ornament, thou shell of death. 

Once the bright face of my betrothed lady, 

When life and beauty naturally fiU'd out 

These ragged imperfections ; 

When two heav'n-pointed diamonds were set 20 

In those unsightly rings then 'twas a face 

So far beyond the artincial shine 

Of any woman's bought complexion, 

That the uprightest man (if such there be, 

That sin but seven times a da^) broke custom, 

And made up eight with lookmg after her. 

she was able to ha' made a usurer's son 

Melt all his patrimony in a kiss ; 

And what his father nfty years told, 

To have oonsum'd, and yet his suit been cold. 30 
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Again. 
Here 's an eye, 
Able to tempt a sreat man — ^to serve God ; 
A pretty hangiTigiip, that has forgot now to dissemble. 
MetfainkB this month should make a swearer tremble ; 
A dmnkaid clasp his teeth, and not imdo *em, 
To saffer wet damnation to run thro' em. 
Here's a cheek keeps her colour,let the wind go whistle: 
Spout rain, we fear thee not : be hot or cold. 
All 'a one with us : and is not he absurd, 
Whose fortunes are upon their faces set, 10 

That fear no other Grod but wind and wet ? 
Does the silk-worm expend her yellow labours 
Tor thee t for thee does she undo herself ? 
Are lordships sold to maintain ladyships, 
For the poor benefit of a bewitching minute ? 
Why does ^on fellow falsify highways, 
And put his life between the judge's lips, 
To renne such a thing ? keep his horse and men. 
To beat their valors for her I 

Surely we 're all mad people, and they 20 

Whom we think are, are not. — 
Does every proud and self-affecting dame 
Camphire her face for this ? and grieve her Maker 
In smful baths of milk, when many an infant starves, 
For her superfluous out-side, for all this ? 
Who now uids twentv pound a night ? prepares 
Music, perfumes, and sweet-meats ? all are hush'd* 
Thou may'st lie chaste now I it were fine, methinks. 
To have thee seen at revels, forgetful feasts, 
And unclean brothels : sure 'twould fright the sinner, 
And make him a good coward : put a reveller 31 
Out of his antic amble. 
And cloy an epicure with empty dishes. 
Here might a scomfiil and ambitious woman 
Look through and through herself. — See ladies, with 

false forms 
Ton deceive men, but cannot deceive worms.* 

* Tlie male and female Skelet<m in Oondlbert la the finest 
leetmre of mortlflcation which haa been read from bonea. 
This dfimal gallery, lofty, lon^ and wid& 
Waa hong with Skeletons of every kind ; 
Hnman, and all that learned hnman pride 

Thinks made to obey man's high immortal mind. 
Tet on that wall hangs He, too, wlio ao thoag^t : 
And She, dried by Him^ whom that He obe^d. 
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YlNDioi, having dtsffuised kimtelf, makes trial of his Sitter 
Castiza's virtue ; and afterwards qfhis Mother^ s. ^jj^ 

YiRDici. Cashza. 
• Vin, Lady, the best of wishes to your sex, 
Fafar skins and new gowns. {Offers her a tetter* 

Cast, Oh, they sluill thank yon, Sir. 
Whence this t 

Vin, Oh, from a dear and worthy friend. 

Cast, From whom ? 

Vin, The doke's son. 

Cast. Receive that. [A Sox o* the Ear to her Brother* 
I swore I would put anger in my hand, 
And pass the virgin limits of my sex, 10 

To hmi that next appear'd in that base office, 
To be his sin's attorney. Bear to him 
That figure of my hate upon thy cheek, 
Whilst 'tis yet hot, and I 'U reward thee for't ; 
Tell him my honour shall have a rich name, 
When several harlots shall share his with shame. 
Farewell ; commend me to him in my hate. [Exit. 

Vin, 'Tis the sweetest box that e'er my nose came 
nigh; 
The finest drawn-work cuff that e'er was worn ; 20 
I '11 love this blow for ever, and this cheek 
Shall still hence-forward take the wall of this. 
Oh, I 'm above my tongue : most constant sister, 
In this thou hast right honorable shown ; 
Many are call'd by their honour, that have none. 
Thou art approv'd for ever in my thoughts. 
It is not in the power of words to taint thee. 
And yet for the salvation of my oath, 
As my resolve in that point, I will lay 
Hard siege unto my mother, tho' I know, 30 

A syren's tongue could not bewitch her so. 
Mass, fitly here she comes t thanks, my disguise — 

The Mother eiUers, 

Madam, good afternoon. 

Moth, Y' are welcome. Sir. 

Vin, The next of Italy commends him to you, 
Our mighty expectation, the duke's son. 

Moth, I thmk myself much honour'd, that he 
pleases 
To rank me in his thought?* 
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Ven. So may yoa, lady : 
One that is like to be our sodden duke ; 
The crown gapes for him eyery tide ; and then 
CommandeToV ns all, do bol think on him, 
How blessed were they now that could pleasure him 
E'en with anything almost ! 

Moih, Ay, saye their hononr. 

Tin, l\it, (me would let a little of that go too, 
And ne'er be seen in 't, ne'er be seen in 't, mark yon; 
I'd wink and let it go. 10 

MM, Marry, but I would not. 

Tin, Marry but I would, I hope, I know yoa 
would too. 
If you 'dthat blood now which you gayeyonrdaughter. 
To her indeed 'tis, this wheel comes a,Dout ; 
That man that must be all this, perhaps ere mornings 
(Far his white father does but mould away) 
Has long desir'd your daughter. 

Moth. Desir'd? 
. Tm. Nay, but hear me ; 

He desires now, that will command hereafter ; 20 
Therefore be wise ; I speak as more a friend 
To you than him ; madam, I know you 're poor. 
And (Tack the day) there are too many poor ladies 

already; 
Why should you wax the number ? 'tis despised. 
liye wealthy, rightly understand the world. 
And chide away that foolish country ^1 
Keeps company with your daughter, Chastiiy. 

Moth. fie, fie ! the riches of the world cannot 
hire 
A mother to such a most unnatural task. 

Vin. No, but a thousand angels can. 80 

Men haye no power, angels must work you to 't : 
The world descends into such base-bom eviLs, 
That forty angels can make fourscore deyils. 
There will be fools still, I perceive — still fools ? 
Would I be poor, dejected, soom'd of greatness. 
Swept from the palace, and see others daughters 
Sprmg with the dew of the court, having mine own 
So much desir'd and loVd — ^by the duke s son ? 
No, I would raise my state upon her breast, 
And call her eyes my tenants ; I would count 40 
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My yearly maintenance upon her cheeks ; 

Tajce coach upon her lip ; and all her parts 

Should keep men after men ; and I would ride 

In pleasure upon pleasure. 

You took great pdns for her, once when it was ; 

Let her requite it now, tho' it be but some ; 

You brougnt her forth, she may well bring you home. 

Moth, heavens ! this o'ercomes me 1 

Fin, Kot, I hope, already t [Aside. 

* Moth. It is too strong for me ; men know that 
know us, 10 

We are so weak their words can overthrow us : 
He touched me nearly, made my virtues bate. 
When his tongue struck upon my poor estate, [AMe, 

Fin. I e'en quake to proceed, my spirit turns 
edge. 
I fear me she 's unmother'd, yet I '11 venture. [Aside, 
What think vou now, lady ? speak, are you wiser ! 
What said advancement to you ? thus it said. 
The daughter's faM lifts up the mother's head : 
Bid it not, Madam ? but 1 11 swear it does 
In many places ; but this age fears no man, 20 

^Tis no shame to be bad, because 'tis common. 

Moth. Aye, that 's the comfort on 't. 

Fin. The comfort on 't !— 
T keep the best for last. Can these persuade you 
To foreet heaven — and — [ufers her Money, 

Mom. Ay, these are they — 

Fin. Oh ! 

Moth. That enchant our sex ; 
These are the means that govern our affections, — 
That woman 30 

Will not be troubled with the mother long. 
That sees the comfortable shine of you : 
I blush to think what for your sakes I '11 do. 

Fin. suffering heaven ! with thy invisible 
finger. 
E'en at this instant turn the precious side 
Of both mine eye-balls inward, not to see myself 

[Aside. 

Moth, Look you. Sir. 

Fin. Hollo. 

Moth, Let us thank your pains. 
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Vinu O yoa are a kind Madam. 

Moih. I ll see how I can move. 

VifL Tour words will sting. 

Moih. If shA be still chaste, 111 ne'er call her 
ininA. 

Tin, Spoke tmor than yon meant it ! 

MM. Ihraghter Gastiza 

CaaL [wUhin.'\ Madam ! 

Tin, she *s yonder, meet her. 
Tpoopt of celestial soldiers eaard her heart 
Your dam has devils enough to take her part. 10 

[Castiza returns. 

CatL Madam, what makes yon evil-offic'd man 
In presence of yon t 

Moth. Why? 

Cast. He lately brought 
Immodest writing sent m>m the duke's son, 
To tempt me to mshonorable act. 

Moth. Dishonorable act ? — good honorable fool ! 
That wonldst be honest, 'cause thou wouldst be so. 
Producing no one reason but thy will. 
And it hM a good report, prettuy commended, 20 
But pray, by whom ? poor people : i^orant people ; 
The Detter sort, I 'm sure, cannot abide it. 
And by what rule should we square out our liyes, 
But by our betters' actions ? on, if thou knew'st 
What 'twere to lose it, thou wouldst never keep it ; 
But there's a cold curse laid upon all maids. 
Whilst others clip the sun, they clasp the shades. 
Deny advancement I treasure ! the duke's son t 

Oast, I cry you mercy, lady, I mistook you t 
Pray did you see my mother ? which way went you ? 
Pr^ God I have not lost her. 81 

Vi'n, Prettily put by. [Aside. 

Moth, Are you as proud to me, as coy to him I 
Do you not know me now ? 

Cast. Why, are you she ? 
The world 's so chang'd, one shape into another, 
It is a wise child now that knows her mother. 

Vin. Most right, i' faith. [Aside, 

Moth. I owe your cheek my hand 
For that presumption now, but 1 11 forget it ; 40 
Come, you shall leave those childish 'haviours, 
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And nnderstand your time. Fortimes flow to you» 
Wliat, will you hd a girl t 
If all fear'd drowning that spy waTes ashore, 
€k>ld would ^row rich, and all the merchants poor. 

Oast. It IS a pretty saying of a wicked one, but 
methinksnow 
It does not shew so well out of yonr month ; 
Better in his. 

Tin, Faith, bad enough in both, 
Were I in earnest, as I 'U seem no less. [Aside. 

I wonder, lady, yoor own mother's words 1 

Cannot be taken, nor stand in fhU force. 
Tis honesty you urge ; what 's honesty ? 
Tis but heayen's b^^gar ; and what woman is 
So foolish to keep honesl^, 
And bo not able to keep nerself t no, ' 
Times are grown wiser, and will kee^ less charge. 
A maid that has small portion now, mtends 
To break up house, and live upon her friends. 
How blest are you 1 you haye happiness alone ; 
Others must fall to uiousands, you to one ; 
Sufficient in himself to make your forehead 20 

Daizle the world with jewels, and petitlonaiy people 
Start at yonr presence. — 
tMnk upon the pleasure of the palace 1 
Secured ease and state ! the stirring meats, 
fieady to moye out of the dishes, that e'en now quicken 

when they 're eaten t 
Banquets abroad by torch-light ! music ! sports ! 
Bare-headed yassals, that had ne'er the fortune 
To keep on their own hats, but let horns wear 'em ! 
Nine coaches waiting — hurry, hurry, hurry — 

Cast, Aye, to the deyil — 80 

Vin, Ave, to the devil ! to the duke, by my faith. 

Msih, Aye, to the duke. Daughter, you 'a scorn 
to think 
Of the devil, an you were there once. 

Fin. Who 'd sit at home in a ncuBflected room, 
Dealing her short-liv'd beauty to the pictures, 
That are as useless as old men, when those 
Poorer in face and fortune than herself 
Walk with a himdred acres on their backs. 
Pair meadows cut into green fore-parts I — 
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Fair trees, those comely foretops of the fields 

Are cat to maintftin head-tirea — much untold. 

All thrives but chastity, she lies a-eold. 

Nay , shall I come nearer to you t mark but this ; 

Wnj are there so few honest women, but becanse 'tis 
the poorer profession ? that 's accounted best, 
that's best follow'd ; least in trade, least in 
fashion ; and that 's not honesty, belieye it ; 
and do but note the low and dejected price 
ofit: 10 

Iiose but a pearl, we search and cannot brook it : 

But that once gone, who is so mad to look it. 
Moth. Troth, he says true. 
Ccut. False : I defy you both. 

I haye endur*d you wi& an ear of fire ; 

Tour tongues have struck hot irons on my face. 

Mother, come from that poisonous woman there. 
Moth, Where? 
CfasL Do you not see her I she 's too inward then. 

Slaye, perish in thy office. You heavens, please 20 

Henoerorth to make the mother a disease, 

Which first begins with me ; yet I 've outgone you. 

Vm. angels, clap your wings upon the skies. 
And give this virgin crystal plaudities I [Afide, 

M^h, Peevish, coy, foolish ! — ^but return this 
answer, 
Hy lord shall be most welcome, when his pleasure 
Conducts him this way ; I will sway mine own ; 
Women with women can work best alone. [ExU, 

Fin. Forgive me, heaven, to call my mother wicked ! 

lessen not my days upon the earth ; 80 

1 cannot honour her. 

The Brothers, YiNDid and HiFPOLrro, threaten their 
MoTHBB tcith Death for coneenUing to the diahonor of 
their Sieter, 

Vin, thou, for whom no name is bad enough. 
Moth. What mean my sons ? what, will you murtlier 

me? 
Vvn. Wicked unnatural parent f 
Hip. Fiend of women t 
Moth. Oh I are sons tum'd monsters 1 help ! 
Vin, In vain. 
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Moth, Are yon so barbarous to set iron nipples 
Upon the breast that gave yon suck t 

Fin. That breast ' 
Is tom'd to quarled poison. 

Moth, Gut not your days for't. Am not I your 
mother ? 

Tin, Thou dost usurp that title now by fraud, 
For in that shell of mother breeds a bawd. 

Afoi^ A bawd I name far loathsomer than hell ! 

Hip. It should be so, knew'st thou thy office well. 

Moth. I hate it 10 

Fin. Ah, is it possible, you powers on l^gh. 
That women should dissemble when they die ? 

Moth. Dissemble I 

Fin. Did not the duke's son direct 
A fellow of the world's condition hither, 
That did corrupt all that was good in thee I 
Made thee imciviUy foreet thyself. 
And work our sister to his lust ? 

Moth. Wholl 
That had been monstrous. I defy that man 20 

For any such intent. None lives so pure, 
But sliall be soil'd with slander. 
Qood son, believe it not. 

Fin. Oh, I'm in doubt 
Whether I am myself or no-> 
Stay, let me look again upon this face. 
Who shall be saved when mothers have no grace ? 

[Resumes his Disguise^ 

Hip. Twould make one half despair. 

Fin. I was the man. 
Defy me now ; let 's see, do 't modestly. 30 

Moth. hell unto my soul ! 

Fin. In that disguise, I, sent from &e duke's 
son, 
Tried you, and found you base metal, 
As any villain might have done. 

Moih. no. 
No tongue but yours could have bewitched me so. 

Fin. nimble in damnation, quick in tune t 
There is no devil could strike fire so soon. 
I am confuted in a word. 



THE REVENOBR's TRAGEDY. 69 

Moth. Oh sons, 
Forgive me, to myself I '11 prove more true ; 
Yon tlutt should nonour me, I kneel to you. 

Tin, A mother to give aim to her own daughter f 

Hip, True, brother ; how far beyond nature 'tis, 
Though many mothers do it. 

Tin, Nay, an you draw tears once, go you to 
bed. 
Wet will make iron blush and change to red. 
Brother it rains, 'twill spoil your <ugger ; house it. 

Hip, *Tis done. 10 

Vvn, V faith 'tis a sweet shower, it does much 
good. 
The fruitful grounds and meadows of her soul 
Have been long dry : pour down, thou blessed dew ! 
Bise, mother ; troth, this shower has made you 
higher. 

Moth, you heavens ! 
Take this infectious spot out of my soul ; 
I '11 rinse it in seven waters of mine eyes. 
Make my tears salt enough to taste of grace. 
To weep is to our sex naturally given ; 
But to weep truly, that 's a gift from heaven. 20 

Tin, Nay, I ll kiss you now. Kiss her, brother: 
Let 's marry her to our souls, wherein 's no lust, 
And honourably love her. 

Hip, Let it be. 

Tin, For honest women are so seld and rare, 
'Tis good to cherish those poor few that are. 
O you of easy wax 1 do but imagine 
Now the disease has left jrou, how leprously 
That office would have cling'd unto your forehead ! 
All mothei's that had any graceful hue, 80 

Would have worn masks to hide their face at you. 
It would have grown to this — at your foul name 
Green-colour'd maids would have tum*d red with 
shame. 

Hip. And then our sister, full of hire and base* 
ness — 

Tin, There had been boiling lead again t 
The duke's son's great concubine ! 
A drab of state, a cloth-o' -silver slut, 
To have her train borne up, and her sonl trail i' the 
dirt! 
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Hip. To be great, miserable ; to be rich, eternally 
wretohef 

Fin, O oommon madnesB ! 
Ask but the thrivine'st harlot in cold blood, 
She 'd giye the world to make her honour good. 
Perhaps you '11 say, bat only to the duke's son 
In imvate ; why, i^ first begins with one, 
"Who afterward to thousands proves a whore : 
Break ice in one place, it will crack in more. 

Moth, Most certainly applied. 

Hip, O brother, you forget our business. 10 

Fin, And well remember'd ; joy 's a subtle elf ; 
I think man 's happiest when he forgets himself. 
Farewell, once diy, now holy-water'd mead ; 
Oar heartB wear feathers, tliat before wore lead. 

MotiL I '11 give vou this, — that one I never knew 
Plead better for and *gainst the devil than you. 

Tin, You make me proud on 't. 

Jlip, Commend us in all virtue to our sister. 

Tin, Ay, for the love of heaven, to that true 
maid. 

Moth, With my best wc^^. 20 

Vin, Why that was motherly said.* 

Casviza teems to eonserU to her Mothbr's widxd motion, 

Gastiza. Motheb. 

CcLst, Now, mother, you have wrought with me so 
strongly. 
That, what for my advancement, as to calm 
The trouble of your tongue, I am content. 

Moth, Content, to what ? 

Cast, To do as you have wish'd me ; 
To prostitute my breast to the duke's son. 
Ana put myself to common usury. 

Moth, I hope you will not so. 

*Tlie reality and life of this Dialocrne pasaea any acenical 
illnalon I ever felt. I never read it bat my ears tingle, and 1 
ftel a bot bloah apread my cbeeka, as If I were presently about 
to ** proclaim" aome such "malefactions'' of myself, as the 
Brothers here rebuke in their unnatural parent; in words more 
keen and dagger-like than those which Hamlet speaks to his 
mother. Such power has the passion of shame truly person- 
ated, not only to ** strike guilty creatures unto the soul," but to 
^ appall" eren those that are '* free." 
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OaaL Hope yoa I will not ? 
ThMt 'b not the hope yoa look to be nTed in. 

MMk, Truth, bat U is. 

CatL Do not deoeiTe yanndC. 
I am as jou, e'ca out cimaMe wroii|[^t. 
What would yoa now: are je not pleaa'd^^ with met 
Yoa shall not wish me to oe more lasdnoos, 
Than I intend to be. 

Moih, Strike not me oold. 

CauL How often have yoa chng'd me an. yoar 
blessinff 10 

To be a corsea woman ! when yoa knew 
Toor blessing had no force to make me lewd. 
Ton laid yoor corse anon me ; that did more : 
1^ mother's corse is neavy ; where that fi^ts, 
Sons set in storm, and dadghters lose their li^^ts. 

MM, Good child, dear maid, if there be any spark 
Of heavenly intellectnal light within thee, 

let my breath revive it to a flame. 

Pat not all oat with woman's wilfol foUies. 

1 am recoyer'd of that fool disease 20 
That haunts too many mothers ; kind, forgive me, 
Make me not sick in health ! if then 

My words prevail'd, when they were widredness, 
How mnch more now, when they are jost and good f 

Oast, I wonder what yon mean ! are not you she, 
For whose infect persuasions I could scarce 
Kneel out my prayers ; and had much ado, 
In three hours reading to untwist so much 
Of the black serpent, as you wound about me t 

Moth, Tis unfruitful, child, and tedious, to repeat 
what 's past. 80 

I 'm now your present mother. 

Cast, Tush, now 'tis too lato. 

Mo^, Bethink again, thou know'st not what thoa 
saVst. 

Cast, No ! deny advancement ? treasure ? the duke's 
son? 

Moth. O see, I spoke those words, and now they 
poison me. 
What will the deed do then ? 
Advancement ! true ; as high as shame oan,pitdi t 
For treasure : who e'er knew a harlot rich t 

II. B 
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Or could baild by tho purohaae of her sin 

An hospital to keep their bastards in ? 

The duxe's son ! oh ; when women are yonng conrtiers^ 

They are sure to be old begwus. 

To know the miseries mostharlots taste, 

Thoa 'dst wish thyself unborn, when thou 'rt unchaste^ 

Ocut. mother, let me twme about y6ur neck. 
And kiss you till my soul melt on your lips ; 
I did but this to try you. 

Moth, speak truth. la 

Cast, Indeed I did not ; for no tongue hath force 
To alter me from honest : 

If maidens would, men's words could have no power ;. 
A yircin's honour is a crystal tower. 
Which being weak is guarded with ^;ood spirits ; 
UntQ she bfuely yields, no ill inherits. 

Moth, O happy child 1 £uth, and thy birth, hath 
saved me, 
'Mongst thousand daughters, happiest of all others ; 
Buy uiou a glass for maids, and I for mothers. 

SvU RqpcH afUr Death. 

What is it to have 20 

A flattering fstlse insoulption on a tomb. 
And in men's hearts reproach ? the 'bowel'd corpse 
May be sear'd in, but (with free ton^e I speak) 
The faults of great men through their sear-clothes, 
break. 

BaUardSm 

Oh wh|tt a grief 'tis that a man should live 

But once in the world, and then to live a Bastard ! 

The curse of the womb, the thief of nature. 

Begot against the seventh commandment^ 

Half damn'd in the conception by the justice 

Of t^t unbribed everlastmg law. 30 

Too nice respects in Csvrtsh'^,^ 

Ceremony has made many fools* 
it is as easy way unto a duohen 
As to a hatted dame, if her love answer : 
But that by timorous honours, pale respects^ 
Idle degrees of fear, men make their ways 
Hard of themselves. 
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XOVI. 

THE ATHEIST'S TRAGEDY ; ob, THE HONEST 

MAN'S REVENGE. 

BT THX BAMS. 

D'Amtillb {the Atheitl) with the aid of hit wieied itutni^ 
merUy Boraohio, murders hit Brother, MONTFEB&IB81 
for hit Estate. After the deed it done, BOBAORIO ana 
he talk together of the circwiMtancet which attended the 
murder. 

UAm, Here's a sweet comedy, begins with 
dolentis, and concludes with ha, da, he. 

Bor, Ha, ha, he. 

lyAm. my echo ! I coald stand reyerberating 
this sweet musical air of joy, till I had perished my 
sound lungs with yiolent laughter. Loyely night- 
rayeU} thou hast seized a carcase t 

Bor. Put him out on 's pain. 
I lay so fitly underneath the bank 
From whence he fell, that ere his faltering tongue 
Could utter double O, I knocked out his brains 
With this fi&ir ruby ; and had another stone 
Just of this form and bisness ready, that 10 

I laid in the broken skim upon the ground 
For his pillow, against the which they thought he fell 
And perished. 

UAm. Upon this ground 111 build my manor 
house. 
And this shall be the chiefest comer stone. 

Bor, "T has crown'd the mostjudicious murder, that 
The brain of man was e'er deliyer'd of. 

lyAm. Aye, mark the plot. Not any circum- 
stance 
That stood within the reach of the design, 20 

Of persons, dispositions, matter, time, 
Or ^laee, but by this brain of mine was made 
An mstrumental help ; yet nothing fixun 
The induotion to the aooomplishment seem'd forced. 
Or done o* purpose, but by aooident. 

{Here they reckon vp the mneral drcumataneee. 



did 

Protect flie etnmtkm ci tbe wotk 
Botii fnm. ureyeutim and duouiciv. 

UAwL Hoe vac a minder bimvi^curiidlkioi^ 
Tliecje<tfoli0erfalBoii, imobaerved. 

.60r. And tiuMe that aaw die paaaa^ of i^ made 
The inatnmieiitB ; jrefe Imev uyt what tliey did. 

If Am. That power of mk, phfloaophos aacribe 
To him fhcj call the Si^reme of tiie Stan, 
Malriiig thor inflneiifwi goye r u ai B 10 

Of nibuuuuy c re atur e a , when theindTei 
Are aenaeleaa of their opemtioiia. 

[Thunder and UgUnimg. 

What t doat start at thnnd^ ? Oedit my belief 'tis 
a mere eiE»et of natoze, an exhalation hot aiKl diy, 
inrolred within a watery Taponr in the middle reeion 
of the air, whose ooloneas congealing that t£ick 
moistare to a cloud, tiie angry ezb&lation shut within 
a prison of contrary qoali^, striyes to be liree ; and 
with the yiolent emption through the grossness of 
thftt dotuL makes this noise we £ar. 20 

Bor, 'Tis a fearfdl noise. 

UAm, Tis a braye noise ; and, methinks, graces 
oiur accomplished project, aa a peal of ordnance does 
% Mumph. It speaks encouragement. Kow nature 
shews tnee bow it fayored our performance : to for- 
bear this noise when we set forth, because it should 
not terrlfjr my brother's going home, which would 
bays dashed our purpose : to forbear this lightning 
in our {lassage, lest it should ha' warned him of the 
|iitfolL Then propitious nature winked at our pro- 
oeediutfs ; now, it aoth express how that forbearance 
fkyor'a our success. ♦ ♦ • ♦ 32 

Ihwo'MA Soldier. 
Walking upon the fatal shore. 
Among the slaughtered bodies of their men. 
Which the fiill-stomach'd sea had cast upon 
The sands, it was my unhappy chance to light 
Upon a face, whose fayor wnen it liyed 
My astonish'd mind informed me I had seen. 
He lay in his armour, as if that had been 
His coffin ; and the weeping sea (like one 40 
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Whose milder temjier doth lament the death 

Of him whom in his rage he slew) nms up 

The shore, embraces him, kisses his cheek, 

Goes back again, and foroes up the sands 

To bury him ; and every time it parts, 

Sheds tears upon him ; till at last (as if 

It could no longer endure to see the man 

Whom it had £dn, yet loth to leave him) with 

A kind of unresoly'd unwilling pace, 

Windine her waves one in another (like 10 

A man Siat folds his arms, or wrings his hands, 

For grief) ebb*d firom the body, and descends ; 

As if it would sink down into the earth. 

And hide itself for shame of such a deed.* 

Match H^fiuetL 

I entertain the offer of this match. 

With purpose to confirm it presently. 

I have already moVd it to my daughter ; 

Her soft excuses savour'd at the first 

Methoueht but of a modest innocence 

Of blooa, whose unmoVd stream was never drawn 20 

Into the current of affection. But when I 

Replied with more familiar arguments, 

Thmkinff to make her apprehension bold, 

Her mo<&st blush fell to a pale dislike, 

And she refus*d it with such confidence. 

As if she had been prompted by a love 

Inclining firmly to some other man ; 

And in uiat oMtinacy she remains. 

Lave and dntrage, 

O do not wron^ him ! Tis a generous mind 

That led his disposition to the war ; 80 

For gentle love and noble courage are 

So near allied, that one begets another : 

Or Love is sister, and Courage is the brother. 

Could I affect him better than before. 

His soldier's heart would make me love him more. 

* This way of description, which seems unwilling ever to 
iMve oflT, wMTinff parenthesis within parenthesis, waa bronjrht 
to its height \j Sir Philip Sidney. He seems to have set the 
example to Shakspeare. Many beanttfnl instances may be 
fonnd all over the Arcadia. These boontlfal Wits always gire 
fall measnre, pressed down and nmning orer. 
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XOVII. 

PHILASTEB; OB, LOVE LIES A BLEEDING: 
A TRAGI-COMEDY. 

BY FBANCIS BEAUMONT AND JOHN FLETC5HEB. 

PHiLAflXBE tdlt the PBIN0E8S Abbthctba how he first Jimnd 

<A« icy Bbllabio. 

I Kave a boy sent by the gods, 

Not yet seen in the court ; hunting the buck, 

I found him sitting by a fountain side, 

Of which he borrowed some to quench his thirst, 

And paid the nymph again as much in tears ; 

A garland lay him Dy, made by himself. 

Of many several flowers, bred m the bay. 

Stuck in that mystic order, that the rareness 

Delighted me : but ever when he tum'd 

His tender eyes upon them, he would weep, 10 

As if he meant to make them grow again. 

SeeioA such pretty helpless innooenoe 

Dwell in his face, I ask'd him all his story ; 

He told me that his parents gentle died. 

Leaving him to the mercy of the fields. 

Which save him roots ; and of the crystal springs, 

Which did not stop their courses ; and the sun, 

Which still, he thank'd him, yielded him his light. 

Then took he up his garland and did shew, 

What every flower, as country people hold, 20 

Did signify ; and how all order d tnus, 

Expressed his grief : and to my thoughts did read 

The prettiest lecture of his country art 

Tliat could be wish*d : so that, methought, I could 

Have studied it. I gladly entertain'd him, 

Who was as glad to rollow ; and have got 

The trustiest, loving'st, and the gentlest boy, 

Tliat ever master kept : him will I send 

To wait on you, andbear our hidden love. 

Philastbb prefen Bbllario to the Service qf the Princsss 

AaiTHuaA, 

Phi, And thou shalt find her honourable, boy, 30 
Full of regard unto thy tender youth, 
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For thine own modesty ; and for my sake, 
Apter to give, than thon wilt be to adc, 
Aye, or deserve. 

BeU. Sir, yon did take me np when I was notiiing^ 
And only yet am something by beinff yonxB ; 
Yon trusted me unknown ; and that wniob you wer« apt 
To construe a simple innocence in me. 
Perhaps might have been/craft, the eonniB^j ljJioy 
Hardened in lies and t heftT vet TenTuPffySoi 
To pBnmy miseries and me : fw which, 
I never can expect to serve a lady 10 

That bears more honour in her breast than yoa. 

Phi. But, bov, it will prefer thee ; thou ui; youngs 
And bear*st a onudish overflowing love 
To them that clap thy cheeks and speak thee fair yet. 
But when thy judgment comes to rule those passions, 
Thou wilt remember best those careful frienos 
That placed thee in the noblest way of life ; 
She is a princess I prefer thee too. 

Bell. In that smiul time that I have seen the world, 
I never knew a man hast^ to part W 

With a servant he thought trusty ; I remembar, 
My father would prefer the boys he kept 
To greater men than he ; bat did it not 
Till they were grown too sancy for himself. 

Phi, Why, gentle boy, I find no fault at all 
In thy behaviour. 

Bell. Sir, if I have made 
A fault of ignorance, instruct my youth ; 
I shall be willing, if not ant, to learn. 
Age and experience will aoom my mind SO 

With larger knowledge : and if I have done 
A wilful fault, think me not past all hope 
For once ; wliat master holds so strict a hand 
Over his boy, that he will part with him 
Without one warning I Let me be corrected 
To break my stubbornness, if it be so. 
Bather thUii tium me otf ; and i shall mend. 

Fhi. Thy love doth plead so prettily to stay, 
That (trust me) I could weep to part with thee. 
Alas, I do not turn thee off ; thon knowest 40 

It is my business that do13i call thee hence ; 
And when thon art with her thon dwell'st with nt : 
Think so, and 'tis so ; and when time is full, 
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That thou hast well discharged this heavy trust. 
Laid on so weak a one, I wm again 
"With joy receive thee ; as I Uve, I will ; 
Nay weep not, gentle hoj ; 'tis more than time 
Thon didst attend the princess. 

JBell, I am gone ; 
But since I am to part with yon, my lord. 
And none knows whether I shall live to do 
More service for yon, take this little prayer ; 9 

Heaven bless yonr loves, yonr fights, all yonr designs. 
May sick men, if they have yonr wish, be well ; 
And Heaven hate those you curse, though I be one. 

Bbllario detaihet to (he Pbincsss Arethtjsa iht mctavMT 
qfhM matter Philastkr's Ivotfor her. 

Are, Sir, yon are sad to change your service ; is 't 
not so? 

Bell. Madam, I have not changed : I wait on you. 
To do him service. 

Are, Thon disclaim*st in me ; 
Tell me thy name. 

BeU, uellano. 

Are. Thou canst sing and play ? 19 

BeU. If grief will give me leave. Madam, I can. 

Are. Alas ! what kind of grief can thy years 
know! 
Had'st thon a curst master when thou went'st to 

school ? 
Thou art not capable of any other grief ; 
Thy brows and cheeks are smooth as waters be, 
When no breath troubles them : believe me, boy. 
Care seeks out wrinkled brows, and hollow eyes. 
And builds himself caves to abide in them. 
Come, sir, tell me truly, does your lord love me ? 

Bell. Love, madam f I know not what it is. 

Are, Canst thou know grief, and never yet 
knew'st love ? 30 

Thou art deceiv*d, boy. Does he speak of me 
As if he wish'd me well t 

Bell. If it be love. 
To forget all respect of his own friends, 
In thinking of your face ; if it be love, 
To sit cross-ami*d and sigh away the day. 
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Mingled with starts, crying yoor name as loud 
Ana hastily, as men i' the streets do fire ; 
If it be lore to weep himself away, 
When he bat hears of any lady dead, 
Or kill'd, because it might have been yonr chance 
JL when he goes to rest (which will not be) 
'Twist every prayer he says, to name yon once. 
As others drop a bead, — ^be to be in love ; 
Then, madam, I dare swear he loves you. 

Are. you 're a cunning boy, and taught to lie 10 
For your lord's credit ; but thou know'st a lie 
That bears this sound, is welcomer to me 
Than any truth that says he loves me not. 

Philastkb itJeaUnu o/Bklulbio with the PbinCBSS. 

£elL Health to you, my lord t 
The princess doth commend her love, her life, 
And this unto vou. 

J%i. O BelUrio ; 
Now I perceive she loves me ; she does shew it 
In loving thee, my boy, she has made thee brave. 

Bell. My Lord, she has attired me past my wish. 
Past my desert, more fit for her attendant, 21 

Though far imfit for me, who do attend. 

Phi, Thou art grown courtly, boy. let all 
women 
That love black deeds, learn to dissemble here. 
Here by this paper she does write to me 
As if her heart were mines of adamant 
To all the world besides ; but unto me 
A maiden snow that melted with my looks. 
Tell me, my boy, how doth the princess use thee ? 
For I shall guess her love to me ov that. 30* 

Bell. Scarce like her servant, but as if I were 
Somethinff allied to her ; or had preserv'd 
Her life three times by mv fidelily ; 
As mothers fond do use tneir only sons ; 
As I 'd use one that 's left unto my trust. 
For whom my life should pay if he met harm, 
So she does use me. 

Phi. Why this is wond'rous vrell : 
But what kind language does she feed thee with ? 

Bell. Why, she does tell me, she will trust my 
youth 40 
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With all her lOTing seoretB ; and does call me 
Her pretty Mrra&C ^i<^ i^i^ ^^P ^^ mora 
For leaving yon ; c^e 11 see my services 
Regarded : and such words of that soft strain, 
Tliat I am nearer weeping when she ends 
Tlian ere she spake. 

Fhu This is much better stQL 

BelL Are yon not iH, my lord f 

Phi. m? Ko, Bellttrio. 

jBsU, Methkiks yonr words 10 

Vail not from off your tongue so evenly, 
Kor is there in yonr looks that quietness, 
That I was wont to see. 

PkL Thou art deceived, boy. — ^And ahe strokes 
thy head? 

Bell. Yes. 

Fhi, And she does clap thy dieeks I 

BelL She does, my loni. 

Phi, And she does kiss thee, boy f ha I 

BelL How, my lord ? 

PkL She kisses thee ? 20 

BUI, Not 80, my lord. 

Phi, Gome, come, I know she does. 

BeU, Ko, by my life. 
Ave, now I see why my disturbed thoughts 
w ere so perplexed when first I went to ner ; 
My heart held auffury. You are abus'd ; 
Some villain has abus'd you ; I do see 
'Whereto you tend ; fall rocks upon his head, 
Tliat put this to you ; 'tis some subtle train 
To brmg tiiat noble frame of vours to nought. 30 

PM. Thou think'st I will be angry with thee. 
Come, 
Thou Shalt know all my drift I liate her more, 
Than I love happiness, and plao'd thee there 
To pry with narrow eyes into her deeds. 
Hast thou discovered ? is she fall'n to lust. 
As I would wish her ? Speak some comfort to me. 

Bdl, M ^ loi^, you did mistake the boy vou sent : 
Had she a sin that way, hid from the worla, 
I would not aid 

Her base desires ; but what I came to know 40 

As servant to her. I would not reveal, 
To make my life last ages. 
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Pki, O my heart 1 
This is a salve worse than the main disease. 
Tell me thy thoughts ; for I wUl know the leaat 
That dwells withm thee, or will rip thy heart 
To know it ; I will see thy thoughts aa plaiai 
As I do now thy face. 

Bell. Why, so yon do. 
She is (for anjB^ht 1 know) hy all the gods. 
As chaste as ioe ; hut were she fool as hell, 
And I did know it thus, the hfeatibi of kinss, IQ 
The noints of sworcb, tortoree, wx bolls of brass, 
ShoTud draw it from me. 

Phi, Then it is no time 
To dally with thee ; I will take tibiy life, 
For I do hate thee ; I could curse uiee now. 
Bell, If you do hate, you could not ouiae Jtit 
worse ; 
The gods have not a punishment in stora 
Greater for me than is your hate. 

Phi. He, fie, 
So young and so dissembling! fear'st th0a not 
death? 20 

Can boys contemn that t 

Bell, Oh, what boy is he 
Can be content to live to be a man, 
That sees the best of men thus passionate^ 
Thus without reason ? 
Phi. Oh, but thou dost not know what 'tis to die. 
Bell. Yes, I do know, mv lord. 
'TIb less than to be bom ; a lasting sleep, 
A quiet resting from aJl jealousy ; 
A thing we all pursue ; i know besides 80 

It is but giving over oi a game 
That must be lost 

Phi. But there are pains, fidse boy, 
For peijur'd souls ; think but <»l these, and thM 
Thy heart will melt, and thou wilt utter alL 

Bell. May they fall all upon me whilst I Uva, 
If I be peijnred, or have ever thought 
Of that you charge me with ; if I be false, 
Send me to suffer in those punishments 
You speak of ; kill me. 40 

Phi. 0, what should I do t 
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Whv, who can but believe him ? He does swear 

So &nestly, that if it were not trae, 

The gods would not endure him. Rise, Bellario f 

Thy protestations are so deep, and thou 

Dost look so truly when thou utter 'st them, 

That though I know 'em false, as were my hopes, 

I cannot urge thee further ; but thou wert 

To blame to injure me, for I must loye 

Thy honest Iooks, and take no revenge upon 

Thy tender youth : a love from me to thee 10 

Is nrm, whate'er thou dost : it troubles me 

That I have call'd the blood out of thy cheeks. 

That did so well become thee : but, good boy. 

Let me not see thee more ; something is done 

That will distract me, that will make me mad. 

If I behold thee ; if thou tender'st me, 

Let me not see thee. 

Bell. I will fl^ as fur 
As there is mommg, ere I give distate 19 

To that most honour d mind. But through these tears, 
Shed at my hopeless partinff, I can see 
A world of treason practised upon you, 
And her, and me. Farewell, for ever more ; 
If you shall hear that sorrow struck me dead, 
Jbid after find me loyal, let there be 
A tear shed from you in my memory, 
And I shall rest at peace. 

BnXABiO, discovered to be a WofnanyCo^fesses the motive 
for her diiguite to have "been. Love for FRmoB Philastbr. 

My father would oft speak 

Tour worth and virtue, and as I did grow 

More and more apprehensive, I did thirst 30 

To see the man so prais'd, but yet all this 

Was but a maiden longing, to be lost 

As soon as found ; till, sitting in my window. 

Printing mv thoughts in lawn, I saw a god 

I thought (but it was you) enter our gatos ; 

My blood flew out, and back again as fast 

As I had puffed it forth, and suck'd it in 

L&e breath ; then was I call'd away in haste 

To entertain you. Never was a man 

Heav'd from a sheep-cote to a sceptre, rais'd 40 
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So high in thoughts as I ; von left a kiss 

Upon these lips then, which I mean to keep 

From you for ever ; I did hear you talk 

Far ADOYe singing ; after you were gone, 

Igrew acquaintea with my heart, and search'd 

what stirr'd it so. Alas ! I found it lore, 

Yet far from lust, for could I lutye but liy'd 

In presence of you, I had had my end. 

For "this I did delude my noble jather 

With a feign'd pilgrimage, and dressed myself 10 

In habit of a boy ; and, for I knew 

My birth no match for you, I was past hope 

Of having you. And understanding well. 

That when I made discovery of my sex, 

I could not stay with you, I made a vow. 

By all the most religious things a maid 

Oould call together, never to be known. 

Whilst there was hope to hide me from men's eyes, 

For other than I seem*d, that I might ever 

Abide with you : then sate I by the fount 20 

Where first you took me up,* 

* The charaeter of Bellaiio most haTe been eztremelj popular 
in Its day. For many yean after tbe date of Philastor'a flnt ex- 
hibition on the atage, scarce a play can be fonnd withont one of 
these women paipee in it, following in the train of MMne pre- 
engaged lover, calling on the goda to blesf her liappy rtral fhia 
mistress) whom no donbt she secretly corses in her heart, glying 
rise to many pretty equivoque* by the way on the eonfiiBion of 
sex, and eithor made happy at last by some sarprising torn of 
fate, or dismissed with thejointpity of the lorers and theaodienoei 
Onr ancestors seem to have been wonderfully ddighted with 
these transformations of sex. Women's parts were then acted 
by yonng men. What an odd doable confusion it most ha^e 
made, to see a boy play a woman playing a man; one cannotdis- 
entanii^ the perplexl^ withont some fiolence to the Imagination. 

Donne has a copy of verses addrest to his mistress, dissnadlng 
her from a resolutioa, which she seems to hare taken op ftom 
some of these scenical representations, of followinic liim abroad 
aa a page. It is so earnest, so weighty, so rich in poetnr, in 
sense, in wit, and pathos, that I have thooght lit to insert 11^ aa 
a solemn dose in f otore to all sneh sickly fandes aa he there 
deprecatea. The ator/ of his romantic and nnfortonate marriage 
wnh the daoghter of Sta* George Moore, the Lady here aoppoaed 
to 1y> addreat, may be read in Walton's lives. 

ELSGT. 

By oor flnt strange and fatal interview, 
By all desires which thereof did ensoe, 
By oor long striving hopes, 1^ that remone 
Wlildi mj wofda* maaciiline pefsoaalve force 
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yahiral AfUipathiet. 

Katnre, that lovee not to be questioned 
Why she did this, or that, but has her ends, 

Becsot in thee, and by the memory 

Of nnrtt, wfaieh iples and rfrala tiirettened me, 

Icalmljbefr. Bat hy thy latlMr^i wrath. 

By an pafaii wfakh want and divoreement hath. 

I conjnre thee; and all the oaths, which I 

And thon faaye awom to seal joint eon8tan<7, 

I here nnswear, and orerswear them thua : 

Hum ahalt not Ioto by meant ao dangerooa. 

Temper, fair lore, lore's Impetuous rage ; 

Be my true mistress, not my feigned page. 

I *11 go, and, hy thy khid leave, leare bdiind 

Thee, only worthy to nurse in my mind 

Thirst to come hack ; 0, if thon die b^we, 

If y soul fn>m otho* lanls to thee shall soar. 

Thy (else almighty) beauty cannot move 

Bage from the seas, nor tl^ love teach them love. 

Nor tame wild Boreas* harshness ; thou hast read 

How roughly he in pieces shivered 

The fahr Oritheaj whom he swore he lov'd. 

Fall ill or good, 'tis madness to have proved 

Dangen unurg*d; feed on this ftattery, 

That absent lovers one in th* other be. 

Dissemble notliing, not a boy, nor change 

Thy body's habit, nor mind ; be not strange 

Tothysdfonly. All wiU spy In thy face 

A Unshing womanly discovertog grace. 

Blehly clothed apes are caird apes, and as soon 

Kdlps'd as bright we call the moon the moon. 

Men vt France, changeable camelions, 

Splttlea oi diseases, shops of faahioM, 

livea* fueUers, and the rightest company 

Ofptoyeara which upon the world's stage be, 

Win too too quiddy know tliee; and alas, 

Th' indifferent Itaflaa, as we pass 

His wann land, wen content to think fliee page, 

WiU hunt tliee with such lust, and hideous rage, 

Aa Lot*s fair guests were vest. But none of theae^ 

Nor spungy Aydroptlque Dutch shall thee dis^saae. 

If tliou stay here. O stay here; f<ur, forthee 

Xngland is oafy a wwthy gaUery, 

To walk in expeotatlon, tHI f rem thmoe 

Our greatest king caU thee to his presence. 

When I am gene, dream me some han^ineaa; 

Vor let thy lotik» our long hid love omifeas; 

Nor praise, nor dispndse me, nor Mess, nor eorse* 

Openly lov^ force; nor in bed fright thy none 

With midnights' startlnge, crying out oh, oil. 

Nurse, my love is slam, I saw him go 

O'er the white AIpo alone, I aaw him, I, 

Aasail'd, fight, taken, stabb'd, bleed, fall, and die. 

Auger me better diuice, except dread Jove 

Think It enea^fBT me to Iwve had ttiy lere. 
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And knows she does well, never gave the world 

Two thin^ so opposite, so contrary, 

As he and I am : if a bowl of blood 

Drawn from this arm of mine would poison thee, 

A draught of his would cure thee, 

Inierett in Virtue, 

Why, my lord, are you so moved at this! 

When any falls from virtue, I am distract, 
I have an interest in 't. 
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THE MAID'S TRAGEDY. 

BY THE SAME. 

Amintob, a noble Oentleman, promises marriage ta 
ASPATIA, an^ fonakti her by the King's command to 
wed EvADifE. — The gritfqfAJSPMULk at ItriTigforsalenf 
described. 

This lady 
Walks discontented, with her watry eyes 10 

Bent on the earth : the unfrequented woods 
Are her delight ; and when she sees a bank 
Stuck frdl of flowers, she with a sigh will tell 
Her servants what a pretty place it were 
To buiT lovers in ; and make her maids 
Pluck em, and strew her over like a corse. 
She carries with her an infectious grief 
That strikes all her beholders ; she will Bins 
The moumfull'st things that ever ear have heard. 
And sigh, and sing again ; and when the rest 20> 
Of our young ladies in their wanton blood, 
Tell mjrthfm tales in course that fill the room 
With laughter, she will^with so sad a look, 
Bring forth a story of the nlent death 
Of some forsaken vimn, which her grief 
Will put in such a phrase, that, ere she end, 
She '11 send them weeping one by one away. 

The marriaae night qf Amintob and EVADins. 
EvADNB. ASPATIA. DULA, avd Other Ladies. 

JSvad. Would thou could'st instill [To JDula. 

Some of thy mirth into Aspatia^ 
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A8p, It were a timeless smile should prove my cheek ; 
It were a fitter hour for me to lau^h, 
When at the altar the religious pnest 
Were pacifpig the offend^lpowers 
With sacrince, than now. . Tnis shonld have been 
My nifrht, and all yotor faaliids have been employ'd 
In givmg me a spotless offering 
To young Amintor's bed, as we are now 
For you : pardon, Evadne, would my worth 
Were mat as yours,\ or that the King, or he, 10 
Or both, thou^t so ; perhisips he found me worthless, 
But till he did so, in these ears of mine, 
(These credulous ears) he pour'd the sweetest words 
That art or love could frame. 

JSiHid. Nay, leave this sad talk, madam. • 

Aap. Would I could, then should I leave the 
cause. 
Lay a garland on my hoarse of the dismal yew. 

Efoad, That 's one of your sad songs, madam. 

Asp. Believe me, 'tis a very pretty one. 

Eoad. How is it, madam ? 20 

Aap. Lay a garland on my heao'se of the dismal 
yew; 
Maidens^ willow branches bear ; say I died true : 
My love was faUe, but I was firm from my howr 

ofbirGi; 
Upon my buried body lie lightly, g&nUe earth. 
Madam, ^ood night ; — ^may no discontent 
Grow *twixt your love and you ; but if there do. 
Enquire of me, and I will guide your moan ; 
Teach you an artt&cial way to gneve, 
To keep your sorrow waking. Love your lord 
No worse than I ; but if you love so well, 30 

Alas, you may displease him, so did I. 
This is the last time you shall look on me : 
Ladies, farewell ; as soon as I am dead, 
€ome all and watch one night about my hearse ; 
Bring each a moumfal story and a tear 
To oner at it when I co to earth : 
With flattering ivy cuusp my coffin round, 
Write on my brow my &rtime, let my bier 
Be borne by vir^s ttiat shall sing by course. 
The truth of maids and perjuries of men. 40 
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Ewd, Alas, I pity thee. [Aicintob tftttew. 

Asp. GK), and be happy in your lady's love ; 

[2*0 AlOKTOB. 

May all the wrongs that you have done to me, ' 

Be utterly forgotten in my death. 

1 11 trouble ^ou no more ; yet I will take 

A parting kiss, and will not be denied. 

You '11 come, my lord, and see the virgins weep 

When I am laid in earth, though you yourself 

Can know no pity : thus I wind myself 

Into this willow garland, and am prouder, 10 

That I was once vour love (though now refus'd) 

Than to have had another true to me. 

•^ AsPATLL wilU her Maidens to he torrvafvl^ (eoSKM ekt 

it 90, 

ASPATIA. Antiphila. Oltmfias. 

Asp, Gome, let 's be sad, mv girls ; 
That down-cast of thine eve, Olympias, 
Shews a fine sorrow ; mark, Antiphila, 
Just such another was the nymph (Enone, 
When Paris brought home Helen : now a tear, ^ 
And then thou art a piece expressing ftilly 
The Carthage Queen, when from a cold sea-rock, 
Full with her sorrow, she tied fast her eyes 20 

To the fair Trojan ships, and having lost them. 
Just as thine eyes do, down stole a tear, Antiphila. 
What would this wench do, if she were Aspatia ? 
Here she would stand, till some more pityme god 
Tum'd her to marble : 'tis enouch, my wench ; 
Shew me the piece of needle-work you wrought. 

Ainl, Of Ariadne, madam ? 

Asp. Yes, that piece. 
This should be Theseus, he has a cozening fiftoe ; 
You meant him for a man ? 80 

AtiI, He was so, madam. 

Asp, Why then 'tis ^ell enough. Never look 
back; 
You have a full wind, and a false heart, Theseus t 
Does not the story say, his keel was split. 
Or his masts spent, or some kind rock or other 
Met with his vessel ? 

Aid, Not as I remember. 
II. F 
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Asp. It should ha' been so : could the gods know 
this, 
And not of all their number raise a storm ? 
But they are all as ill. This false smile was well 



Just such another caught me ; you shall not go so, 

Antiphila, 
In this place work a quicksand, 
And over it a shallow smiling water, 
And his ship ploughing it, and then a fear. 
Do that fear to the life, wench. 

Ant, 'Twill wrong the story. 

Asp, 'Twill make the story, wrong'd by wanton 
poets, 10 

Live long and be believ'd ; but where 's the lady ? 

AiU, There, Madam. 

Asp, Fie, you have miss'd it here, Antiphila, 
You are much mistaken, wench ; 
These colours are not dull and pale enough, 
To shew a soul so full of misery 
As this sad lady's was ; do it by me ; 
Do it again by me the lost Aspatia, 
And you shall find all true but the wild island. 
I stand upon the sea-beach now, suppose 20 

Mine arms thus, and mine hair blown with the wind, 
Wild as that desert ; and let all about me 
Be teachers of my stoiy. Do my face 
(If thou hadst ever feeung of a sorrow) 
Thus, thus, Antiphila : strive to make me look 
like Sorrow's monument ; and the trees about me. 
Let them be dry and leafless ; let the rocks 
Groan with continual surges, and behind me 
Make all a desolation ; look, look, wenches, 
A miserable life of this poor picture. 30 

Olym, Dear madam ! 

Asp, I have done : sit down, and let us 
Upon that point fix all our eyes, that point there ; 
Make a dull silence, till you feel a sudden sadness 
Give us new souls.* 

* One characteristic of the excellent old poets ia their beinj; 
able to bestow grace upon subjects which naturally do not seem 
•oao^tible of any. I will mention two instances : Zelmane in 
the Arcadia of Sidney, and Helena in the All's Well that End^ 
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EVAONE implores forgiveness of Ajuntor for marryvng 
him while she teas the King's Mistress. 

JSvad, O my lord. 

Amin, How now ! 

£v€id. My much abused lord ! [Kneels. 

Amin, Iliis cannot be. 

Svad, I do not kneel to live, I dare not hope it. 
The wrongs I did are greater ; look upon me, 
Though I appear with all my faults. 

Amin. Stand up, 
This is no new way to beget more sorrow : 9 

Heaven knows I have too many ; do not mock me ; 
Though I am tame, and bred up with my wrongs, 
Which are my foster-brothers, I may leap 
Like a hand-wolf, into my natural wilderness. 
And do an outrage : prythee do not mock me. 

Evad. My whole life is so leprous, it infects 

Well of Shakspeare. What can be more anpromlsing at first 
sight than the idea of a jovng man disguising himself in 
woman's attire, and passing himself off for a woman among 
women ? and that too for a long space of time ? yet Sir Philip 
has preserved such a matchless decorum, that neither doea 
Pyrocles" manhood suffer any stain for the effeminacy of 
Zelmane, nor is the respect due to the princesses at all 
diminished when the deception comes to be known. In the 
sweetly constituted mind of Sir Phitip Sidney it seems as if no 
ugly thought nor unhandsome meditation cotUd find a harbour. 
He turned all that he touched into images of honour and virtue. 
"JSelena, in Shakspeare, is a young woman seeking a man in 
marriage. The ordinary laws of courtship ai-e reversed; the 
habitual feelings are violated. Tet with such exquisite address 
this dangerous subject is handled, that Helena^s forvrardnesa 
loses her no honour; delicacy dispenses with her laws in her 
favour, and Nature in her single case seems content to suffer a 
sweet violation. 

Aspatia, in this tragedy, is a character equally difficult with 
Helena of being managed with grace. She too is a slighted 
woman, refused by the man who had once engaged to marry 
her. Tet it is artfully contrived that while we pity her, we 
respect her, and she descends without degradation. So much 
true poetry aud passion can do to confer dignity upon subjects 
wtdch do not seem capable of it. But Aspi^ must not be 
compared at all points with Hdena; she does not so absolutely 
predominate over her situation but she sufliers some diminution, 
some abatement of the full lustre of the female character; 
which Helena never does; her charaeter has many degrees of 
swe^ness, some of delicacy, but it has weakness which if we 
do not despise, we are soiry for. After all, Beaumont and 
Fletcher were bat an infwlor sort of Shakspeares and Sidneys. 



n 
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All my repentance : I would buy your pardon, 
Though at the highest set, even with my life. 
That slight contrition, that 's no sacrifice 
For what I have committed. 

Am/in. Sure I dazzle : 
There cannot be a faith in that foul woman, 
That knows no god more mighty than her mischiefs. 
Thou dost stdll worse, still number on th^ faults, 
To press my poor heart thus. Can I beheve 
There 's any seed of virtue in that woman 10 

Left to shoot up, that dares go on in sin. 
Known, and so known as thine is ? O Evadne ! 
Would there were any safety in thy sex, 
ThsX I might put a tnousand sorrows off, 
And credit thy repentance : but I must not ; 
Thou hast brought me to the dull calamity, 
To that strange misbelief of all the world. 
And all things that are in it, that I fear 
I shall fall l&e a tree, and &id my grave, 
Only rememb'ring that I grieve. 20 

Mvad, 'M.J lorn. 
Give me your griefs : you are an innocent, 
A soul as white as heaven ; let not my sins 
Perish your noble youth : I do not fall here 
To shaaow by dissembling with my tears. 
As, all say, women can, or to make less. 
What my hot will hath done, which heaven and you 
Knows to be tougher than the hand of time 
Can cut from man's remembrance ; no I do not ; 
I do appear the same, the same Evadne, 80 

Drest m the shames I liv'd in, the same monster. 
But these are names of honour, to what I am ; 
I(do present myself the foulest creature, 
Most poisonous, dangerous, and despis'd of men, 
Lema e*er bred, or Nilus ; I am hell, 
Till you, my dear lord, shoot your light into me, 
The beams of your forgiveness : I am soul-sick. 
And wither with the fear of one condemn'd. 
Till I have got your pardon. 

f^Amin, Kise, Evadne. 40 

Those heavenly powers that put this good into thee, 
Orant a continuance of it : I forgive tnee ; 
Make thyself worthy of it^ and take heed, 
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Take heed, Evadne, this be serious ; 

Mock not the powers above, that can and dare 

Oive thee a great example of their justice 

To all ensuing eyes, if thou plaj'st 

With thy repentance, the best sacrifice. 

JBvad, I have done nothing good to win belief, 
My life hath been so faithless ; all the creatures 
Made for heaven's honours, have their ends, and good 

ones. 
All but the cozening crocodiles, false women ; 
They reign here l^e those plagues, those killing 
sores, 10 

Men pray aeainst ; and when they die, like tales 
lU told, and unbeliev'd, they pass away, 
And go to dust forgotten : but, my lora, 
Those short days I shall number to my rest, 
(As many must not see me) shall, though too late. 
Though m my evening, yet perceive a will ; 
Since I can do no good l)ecause a woman, 
Reach constantly at something that is near it ; 
I will redeem one minute of my age. 
Or like another Niobe I 'U weep 20 

Till I am water. 

Amin. I am now dissolved : 
My frozen soul melts : may each sin thou hast, 
Find a new mercy : rise ; I am at peace : 
Had*st thou been thus, thus excellently good, 
Before that devil king tempted thy frailty. 
Sure thou had'st made a star ; give me thy hand. 
From this time I will know thee, and as far 
As honour gives me leave, be thy Amintor : 
When we meet next, I will salute thee fairly, 30 
And pray the gods to give thee happy days : 
My charity shall go along with thee, 
Though my embraces must be far from thee.— 

Men's Natures more hard and suUil than Women*s, 

How stubbornly this fellow answer'd me ! 

There is a vile dishonest trick in man. 

More than in women : all the men I meet 

Appear thus to me ; all are harsh and rude. 

And have a subtilty in everything. 

Which love could never know ; but we fond women 
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Harbour the easiest and smoothest thoughts, 

And think all shall go so ; it is unjust 

That men and women should be match'd together. 



xcix. 
CUPID'S REVENGE : A TRAGEDY. 

BY THE SAME. 

Lbucippus, the King's Son, idles to mistress Bacha, a 
Widow ; but being questioned by his father y to preserve 
her horumry swears that she is chaste. The old Kin^ 
admires her^ and on the credit of that Oath, while hit 
Son is aJbsenty marries her. Lbucippus, when he dis- 
covers the dreadful consequences of the deceit which he 
had used to his Father y cminsels his friend ISMEiniB 
never to speak a falsehood in any case. 

Leu. My sin, Ismenus, has wrought all this ill : 
And I beseech thee to be wam'd by me, 
And do not lie, if any man should ask thee 
But how thou dosty or what a clock His noWy 
Be sure thou do not lie, make no excuse 
For him that is most near thee : never let 
The most officious falsehood 'scape thy tongue ; 10 
For they above (that are entirely tmth) 
Will make that seed which thou hast sown of lies, 
Yield miseries a thousand fold 
Upon thine head, as they have done on mine. 

Lbuoifpus and his 7ciched Mother-in-lawy Bacha, are left 
alone together for the first time after her marriage with 
the King, his Faihtr. 

Bach. He stands 
As if he grew there, with his eyes on earth. — 
Sir, you and I when we were last together 
Kept not this distance, as we were afraid 
Of Wasting by ourselves. 

Leu. Madam, 'tis true, 20 

Heaven pardon it ! 

Bach. Amen, sir : you may think 
That I have done you wrong in this strange marriage. 

Leu. 'Tis past now. 
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Ba^ But it was no fault of mine : 
The world had call'd me mad, had I refiis'd 
The king : nor laid I any train, to catch him, 
It waa your own oaths did it. 

Leu. Tis a truth, 
That takes my sleep away 1 But would to heaven, 
If it had so been pkas'd, you had refiis'd him, 
Though I had gratified that courtesy 
With having you myself: but since 'tis thus, 
{ do beseech you that you will be honest 10 

From henceforth ; and not abuse his credulous age. 
Which you may easily do. As for mj^elf. 
What I can say, you Know, alas, too well, 
Is tied within me ; here it will sit like lead, 
But shall offend no other ; it will pluck me 
Back from my entrance into any mirth, 
As if a servant came and whisper'd with me 
Of some Mend's death : but I will bear myself 
. To you, with all the due obedience 
A son owes to a mother ; more than this 20 

Is not in me, but I must leave the rest 
To the just gods, who in their blessed time, 
When they nave given me punishment enough 
For my rash sin, will mercifully find 
As unexpected means to ease my grief 
As they did now to bring it. 

Bach, Grown so godly ? 
This must not be, and I will be to you 
No other than a natural mother ought ; 
And for my honesty, so you will swear 30 

Never to urge me, I shali keep it safe 
From any omer. 

Leu, Bless me, I should urge you 1 

Bach, l^aY, but swear then, that I may be at peace, 
For I do feel a weakness in myself 
That can deny you nothing ; if you tempt me 
I shall embrace sin as it were a Mend, 
And run to meet it. 

Leu* If you knew how far 
It were from me, you would not urge an oath, 40 
But for your satisfiskction, when I tempt you 

Bach. Swear not. I cannot move him. This sad talk 
Of things past help, does not become us welL 
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Shall I send one for my musicians, and we 'U dance ? 

L&ii, Dance, madam ? 

Bach. Yes, a lavolta. 

Leu, I cannot dance, madam. 

Bach, Then let 's be merry. 

Leu. I am as my fortunes bid me. 
Do not you see me sour ? 

Bach, Yes. 
And why think you I smile ? 

Leu, I am so £ir from any joy myself, 10 

I cannot fancy a cause of mirth. 

Bach, I '11 tell you. We are alone. 

Leu, Alone ? 

Ba/ih, Yes. 

Leu, 'Tis true : what then ? 

Bach, What then ? 
You make my smiling now break into laughter : 
What think you is to be done then ? 

Leu, We should pray to heaven for mercy. 

Bach, Pray ! that were a way indeed 20 

To pass the tune. 

Leu, I dare not think I understand you. 

Bach, I must teach you then. Gome kiss me. 

Leu, Kiss you ? 

Bach, Yes, be not asham'd : 
You did it not yourself, I will forgive you. 

Leu, Keep, you displeased gods, the due respect 
I ought to bear unto this wicked woman, 
As she is now my mother, fast within me, 
Lest I add sins to sins, till no repentance 80 

Will cure me. 

Bach, Leave these melancholy moods, 
That I may swear thee welcome on thy lips 
A thousand times. 

Leu, Pray leave this wicked talk ; 
You do not know to what my father's wrong 
May urge me. 

Bach, I 'm careless, and do weigh 
The world, my life, and all my after hopes. 
Nothing without thy love : mistake me not, 40 

Thy love, as I have had it, free and open 
As wedlock is within itself : what say you ? 
Leu, Nothing. 
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Biich. Pity me, behold a duchess 
Kneels for thy mercy. What answer will you givet 

Lefu, They that can answer must be less amaz'd 
Than I am now : you see my tears deliver 
My meanine to you. 

Bach, Snail I be contemn'd ? 
Thou art a beast, worse than a savage beast, 
To let a lady kneel. 

Leu. 'Tls vour will, heaven : but let me bear me 
Like myself, however she does. 10 

Bach, How fond was I 
To beg thy love ! I *11 force thee to my wilL 
Dost thou not know that I can make the king 
Dote as me list ? yield quickly, or, by heaven, 
1 11 have thee kept in prison for my purpose. 

Leu, All you nave nam'd, but making of me sin 
With vou, you may command, but never that : 
Say what you will, I '11 hear you as becomes me : 
If ^ou speak, I will not follow your counsel, 
Neither will I tell the world to your disgrace, 20 
But give you the just honour 
That is due from me to my father's wife. 

Ba^ Lord, how full of wise formality you 're grown 
Of late : but you were tellinff me. 
You could have wish'd that I had married yon ; 
If you will swear so yet, I '11 make away 
The king. 

Leu, You are a strumpet. 

Bach, Nay, I care not 
For all your railings : they will batter waUs 80 

And take in towns, as soon as trouble me : 
Tell him ; I care not ; I shall undo you only, 
Which is no matter. 

Leu, I appeal to you, 
Still, and for ever, that are and cannot be other. — 
Madam, I see 'tis in your power 
To work vour will on him : and I desire you 
To lay what trains you will for my wish'd death, 
But suffer him to find his quiet grave 
In peace ; alas he never did you wrong ; 40 

Ana farther I beseech you pardon me 
For the ill word I gave you, for however 
You may deserve, it be(»me not me 
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To call yon so ; but passion nrges me 
rknow not whither ; my heart, break now, and eai 
me ever. 



c. 

THE TRIUMPH OF LOVE : 

Bbiko the Sbcond of Four Plats, or 
Moral Rbprbskktations. 

by francis beaumont. 

ViOLANTA, Daughter to a Xobfeman, of Milan^ it wi 
child hjf Gbrrard, tumtosed to be qf wtean detoeni 
an q0laioe %rhich bjf the taws of Miltm is made cajtiU 
to both partiet^ 

ViOLANTA. Gbrrard. 

VioL Why does my Gerrard grieve ? 
Otr, my sweet mistress, 
It is not life (which by our Milan law 
M V fiaot hath forfeited) makes me thus pensive ; 
TmtU I would lose to save the litde finger 
Of this your noble burthen from least hurt, 
Because your blood Ls in it. But since your love 
Made poor incompatible me the parent 1 

(j^ing wo are not married) your dear blood 
. FiUls under the same cruel penalty : 

f*) And can heaven think fit ye die for me ? 

For Heaven's sake say I ravish'd you ; I 'U swear it 
To keep your life and repute unstain'd. 

Viol. O Gerrard, thou art my life and fisunilties, 
, And if I lose thee, I *11 not keep mine own ; 

The thought of whom sweetens all miseries. 
' - Would'st nave me murder thee beyond thy death, 

,c: XJigustly scandal thee with ravishment ? 2 

It was so far from rape, that, heaven doth know, 
If ever the first lovers, ere they fell. 
Knew simply in the state of innocence. 
Such was this act, this, that doth ask no blush. 

0/T, Oh ! but my rarest Violanta, when 
My lord Raudulnho, brother to your father, 
Shall understana this, how will he exclaim 
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At my poor aunt and me, which his free alms 
Hath nnrs'd, since MUan by the duke of Mantofti 

Who now usurps it, was surpris'd that thne 

"Mj &ther and my mother both were slain, 

mth my aunt's husband, as she says ; their states 

Despoiled and seized ; 'tis past my memory, 

But thus she told me : only thus I know, 

Since I could understand, your honour'd uncle 

Hath giy^n me all the liberal education 

That ms own son might look for, had he one ; 10 

Now will he say, dost thou requite me thus f 

! the thought kills me. 

Viol, Gentle, gentle Gerrard, 
Be cheer*d, and hope the best. My mother, fkther, 
And uncle, love me most indulgently. 
Being the only branch of all their stocks : 
But neither they, nor he thou would'st not grieve 
With this unwelcome news, shall ever hear 
Yiolanta's tongue reveal, much less accuse, 
Gerrard to be the father of his own. 20 

1 'U rather silent die, that thou maVst live 

To see thy little offspring grow ancl thrive. 

ViOLANT A it attended in Childbed by her mother Amqmuxl, 

Viol, Mother, I'd not offend yon; might not 
Gerrard 
Steal in and see me in the evening 7 

Angel. Well, 
Bid Imn do so. 

Viol. Heaven's blessing on your heart* 
Do ye not call child-bearing travel, mother t 

Angel. Yes. 

Viol, It wdl may be. The bare-foot traveller 80 
That 's bom a prince, and walks his pilgrimage. 
Whose tender feet kiss the remorseless stones 
Only, ne'er felt a travel like to it. 
Alas, dear mother, you groan'd thus for me, 
And yet how disobedient have I been 1 

Angel. Peace, Yiolanta : thou hast always been 
Gentle and good. 

Viol. Gerrard is better, mother : 
O if you knew the implicit innooency 
Dwells in his breast, you'd love him like yovr 
prayers. 40 
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I see no reason but my father might 
Be told the truth, being pleas'd wt Ferdinand 
To woo himself : and Gerrard ever was 
His Aill oomparative ; my uncle loves him, 
As he loves Ferdinand. 

Angel, No, not for the world, 
Sinoehis intent is crossed : lov'd Ferdinand 
Thus ruin'd, and a child got out of wedlock. 
His madness would pursue ye both to death. 

Viol, As you please, mother. I am now, me- 
thinks, 10 

Even in the land of ease ; I '11 sleep. 

Angel, Draw in 
The bed nearer the fire : silken rest 
Tie all thy cares up.* 

VlOUjtTA describes how her Love for Gbbrabd begem. 
Viol. Gerrard*s and my affection began 
In infancy : my uncle brought him oft 
In long coats hither. 

The little boy would kiss me, beine a child. 
And say he lov'd me ; give me all his toys. 
Bracelets, rings, sweetmeats, all his rosy smiles : 20 
I then would stand and stare upon his eyes, 
Play with his locks, and swear I loved him too ; 
For sure methought he was a little Love, 
He wooed so prettily in innocence, 
That then he warm'd my fancy. 



CI. 

THE FAITHFUL SHEPHERDESS. 

BY JOHN FLETCHER. 

OlOBIN, a Shepherdess, vfotchijig by the Grave of her 
Lover, is found by a Satyr. 

Olor, Hail, holv earth, whose cold arms do embrace 
The truest man that ever fed his flocks 

* yiolanta*8 prattle Is so very prettv and so natural in her 
sitwUion, that I could not resist glrlng It a place. Juno Lndna 
was never invoked with more elegance. Pope has been praised 
for giving dignity to a game of cards. It required at least as 
nmcli address to ennoble a lying-in. 
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"By the fat plains of fniitfiil Tbessaly. 

TxLus I salute thy grave, thus do I pay 

My early vows, and tribute of mine eyes 

To tl^ still loved ashes ; thus I free 

Myseu fixmi all ensninff heats and fires 

Of love : all sports, deUghts, and jolly games, 

That shepherds hold full dear, thus put I ofL 

Now no more shall these smooth brows be girt 

With youthful coronals, and lead the danoe. 

No more the company of fresh fair maids 10 

And wanton shepnerds be to me delightful : 

Nor the shrill pleasii^ sound of merry pipes 

Under some shady defi, when the cool wind 

Plays on the leaves : all be far away, 

Since thou art far away, by whose dear side 

How often have I sate crowned with fresh flowers 

For summer's queen, whilst every shepherd's boy 

Puts on his lusty green, with gaudy hook, 

And hanging script of finest cordevan. 

But thou art gone, and these are gone with tiiee, 20 

And all are dead but thy dear memory : 

That shall out-live thee, and shaQ ever spring, 

Whilst there are pipes, or jolly shepherds sing. 

And here will I, in honour of thy love, 

Dwell by thy grave, forgetting all those joys 

That former times made precious to mine eyes ; 

Only rememb'rin^ what my youth did sain 

In uie dark, hidden virtuous use of herbs. 

That will I practise, and as freelv give 

All my endeavours, as I gain'd them free. 80 

Of all green wounds I know the remedies 

In men or cattle, be they stun^ with snakes, 

Or charm'd with powerful words of wicked Bit ; 

Or be they love-sick, or through too much heat 

Grown wild, or lunatic ; their eyes, or ears, 

Thick'ned with misty film of dullinc rheum : 

These I can cure, such secret virtue lies 

In herbs applied by a virgin's hand. 

lly meat shall be what these wild woods afibrd, 

Bories and chestnuts, plantains, on whose cheeks 40 

The sun sits smiling, and the lofty fruit 

Poll'd from the fair head of the straight-grown pine. 

On these 1 11 feed with free content and rest, 

When night shall blind the world, by thy side blest. 
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A Satyr emteti-s. 
Satyr. Thorough yon same bending plain 
That flings his arms down to the main, 
And through these thick woods have I run, 
Whose bottom never kiss'd the sun 
Since the lusty spring began, 
All to please my ma^r Pan, 
Have i trotted without rest 
To get him fruit ; for at a feast 
He entertains this coming night 
His paramour the Syrinx bright : 10 

But behold a fairer sight ! 
By that heavenly form of thine. 
Brightest fair, thou art divine, 
Sprung from ereat immortal race 
Of the gods, for in thy face 
Shines more awfdl majesty. 
Than dull weak mortality 
Dare with misty eyes behold, 
And live : therefore on this mould 
Lowly do I bend my knee, 20 

In worship of thy deity. 
Deign it, goddess, from my hand 
To receive whate'er this land 
Prom her fertile womb doth send 
Of her choice fruits : and but lend 
Belief to that the Satyr tells : 
Fairer by the famous wells 
To this present day ne'er grew. 
Never better, nor more tr^ie. 

Here be grapes whose lusty blood 30 

Is the learned poet's good. 
Sweeter yet did never crown 
The head of Bacchus ; nuts more brown 
Than the squirrel's teeth that crack them ; 
Deign, O fairest fair, to take them : 
For these, black-eyed Driope 
Hath oftentimes commanded me 
With my clasped knee to climb. 
See how well the lusty time 

Has deck'd their rising cheeks in red, 40 

Such as on your lips is spread. 
Here be berries for a queen. 
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Some be red, some be green, 

These are of that luscious meat, 

The great god Pan himself doth eat : 

All these, and what the woods can yield, 

The hanging mountain, or the field, 

I freely offer, and ere long 

Will bring you more, more sweet and strong ; 

Till when, numbly leave I take. 

Lest the great Pan do awake, 

That sleeping lies in a deep glade, 10- 

Under a broiui beech's shade. 

I must go, I must run. 

Swifter than the fiery sim. [JExU, 

Clor, And all my fears go with thee. 
What greatness, or what private hidden power, 
Is there in me, to draw submission 
From this rude man and beast ? sure I am mortal ; 
The daughter of a shepherd ; he was mortal. 
And she that bore me mortal ; prick my hand 
And it will bleed : a fever shakes me, and 20 

The self same wind that makes the young lambs. 

shrink. 
Makes me a-cold : my fear says I am mortal : 
Yet I have heard (my mother told it me) 
And now I do believe it, if I keep 
My virmn flower imcropped, pure, chaste, and fair ; 
No goblin, wood-god, fairy, elf, or fiend. 
Satyr, or other power that haunts the groves, 
Shiul hurt my body, or by vain illusion 
Draw me to wander after idle fires. 
Or voices calling me in dead of night 30 - 

To make me follow, and so tole me on 
Throuffh mire, and standing pools, to find my ruin. 
Else why should this rough thing, who never knew 
Manners nor smooth himianity, whose heats 
Are rougher than himself, and more misshapen. 
Thus mildly kneel to me ? Sure there *s a power 
In that great name of Virgin, that binds fast 
All rude uncivil bloods, au appetites 
That break their confines. Then, strong Chastity, 
Be thou my strongest guard ; for here I 11 dwell 40^ 
In opposition against fate and hell. 
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Pbbioot and Amobbt appoint to meet at the Virfuout 

Well. 

Peri, Stay, gentle Amoret, thou fair brow'd maid, 
Thy shephera prays thee stay, that holds thee dear, 
Equal with his soul's good. 

Amo, Speak, I ffive 
Thee freedom, shepherd, and thy tongue be still 
The same it ever was, as free from ill. 
As he whose conversation never knew 
The court or city ; be thou ever true. 

Peri. When I fall off from my affection. 
Or minffle my clean thoughts with ill desires, 10 
First lee our groftt god cease to keep my flocks. 
That being left alone without a guard. 
The wolf, or winter's rage, summer's great heat. 
And want of water, rots, or what to us 
Of ill is vet unknown, fall speedily. 
And in tneir general ruin let me go. 

^9710. I pray thee, gentle shepherd, wish not so : 
I do believe thee, 'tis as hard for m^ ^ 
To think thee false, and harder ^than for thee 
To hold me fouL 20 

Peri, you are &irer far 
Than the chaste blushing mom, or that fair star 
That ffuides the wand'ring sea-mew through the deep, 
Straiffhter than straightest pine upon the steep 
Head of an aged mountain, and more white 
Than the new milk we strip before da^-light 
From the frill-fr^ighted bags of our fair flocks. 
Your hair more b^uteous than those hanging locks 
Of young Apollo. 

Amo. Shepherd, be not lost, 30 

Y' are sail'd too far already from the coast 
Of our discourse. 

Peri. Did you not teU me once 
I should not love alone, I should not lose 
Those many passions, vows, and holy oaths, 
I 've sent to heaven ? did you not give your hand, 
Even that fair hand, in hostage ? Do not then 
Give back again those sweets to other men, 
You yourself vow'd were mine. 

Amo, Shepherd, so far as maiden's modesty 40 
May give assurance, I am once more thine. 
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Onoe more I give my hiuid ; be ever fiiee 
From that great foe to fidth, foal jealousy. 

FerL I take it as my best good ; and desire, 
For stronger confirmation of our love, 
To meet Sub happy ni^t in that fair grove, 
Where all trae shepherds have rewarded been 
For their long senooe. Say, sweet, sh^ it hold ? 

Amo, Dear friend, yon mnst not blame me if I 
make 
A doabt of what the silent night may do^ 
Maids mnst be fearfoL 10 

Peri. O do not wrong my honest simple tmth ? 
Myself and my affections are as pore 
As those chaste flames that bom before the shrine 
Of the great Dian : only my intent 
To draw yon thither, was to plight om* troths. 
With interchange of mutoal chaste embraces. 
And ceremonions tying of oar soals ; 
For to that holy wood is consecrate 
A Virtuous Well, about whose flowery banks 
The nimble-footed fiuries dance their rounds 20 

By the pale moon-shine, dipping oftentimes 
Their stolen children, so to make them free 
From dying flesh, and duU mortality. 
By this fiur fount hath many a shepherd sworn 
And given away his freedom, many a troth 
Been plight, wnich neither envy nor old time 
Gould ever break, with many a chaste kiss given 
In hope of coming happiness : 
By this fresh fountain many a blushing maid 
Efath crown'd the head of her long-loved shepherd 30 
With gaudy flowers, whilst he happy sung 
Lays of his love and dear captivity. ^ 

There grow all herbs fit to cool looser flames 
Our sensual parts provoke ; chiding our bloods. 
And quenchmg by their power those hidden sparks 
That else would break out, and provoke our senss 
To open fires— so virtuous is that place. 
Then, sentle shepherdess, believe and grant ; 
In troth it fits not with that face to scant, 
Your faiUiful shephei-d of those chaste desires -i 
He ever aim'd at. 

II. G 
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Amo» Thou hast provail'd ; farewell ; this coming 
night 
Shall crown thy chaste hopes with long wished 
delight. — 

Thrnot, admiring the constancy of Clorin to her dead 
Lover f rejects the suit of Cloe. 

Cloe, Shepherd, I pray thee stay, where hast thou 
been, 
Or whither go'st thou f Here be woods as green 
As any, air likewise as fresh and sweet. 
As where smooth Zephyrus plays on the fleet 
Face of the curled streams, with flowers as many 
As the young spring gives, and as choice as any. 
Here be aU new delights, cool streams and wells, 9 
Arbours o'ergrown with woodbines, caves and dells ; 
Choose where thou wilt, whilst I sit by and sing, 
Or gather rushes to make many a ring 
For thy long fingers ; tell thee tales of love, 
How tne pale Phoebe, hunting in a grove, 
First saw the boy E^dymion, from whose eyes 
She took eternal fire that never dies ; 
How she conveyed him softly in a sleep, 
His temples bound with poppy, to the steep 
Head of old Latmus, where she stoops each night, 
Gilding the mountains with her brother's light, 20 
To kiss her sweetest. 

The. Far from me are these 
Hot flashes, bred &om wanton heat and ease. 
I have forgot what love and loving meant ; 
Rhimes, songs, and merry rounds, that oft are sent 
To the soft ears of maids, are strange to me ; 
Only I live to admire a chastity. 
That neither pleasing age, smooth tongue, or gold, 
Could ever break upon, so pure a mould 
Is that her mind was cast m ; 'tis to her 30 

I only am reserv'd ; she is my form I stir 
By, breathe and move ; 'tis she and only she 
Can make me happy, or give me misery. 

Cloe. Good shepherd, may a stranger crave to 
know 
To whom this dear observance you do owe ? 

The, You may, and by her virtue learn to square 
And level out your life ; for to be fair 
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And nothing virtuous, only fits the eye 

Of gaudy youth and swellmg vanity. 

Then know, she *s call'd the Virgin of the Grove, 

She that hath long since buried her chaste love, 

And now lives by nis grave, for whose dear soul 

She hath vow'd nerself into the holy roll 

Of strict virginity ; 'tis her I so admire, 

Not any looser blood, or new desire. 

Thbnot loves Clorin yetfear$ to gain his suit. 

Clor, Shepherd, how cam 'st thou hither to this 
place ? 
No way is trodden ; all the verdant grass 10 

The spring shot up, stands yet unbruised here 
Of any foot, only the dappled deer 
Far from the feared sound of crooked horn - 
Dwells in this fastness. 

The, Chaster than the mom, 
.1 have not wander*d, or by strong illusion 
Into this virtuous place have made intrusion : 
But hither am I come (believe me, fair,) 
To seek you out, of whose great go6d the air 
Is full, and strongly labours, whilst the sound 20 
Breaks against heaven, and drives into a stound 
The amazed shepherd, that such virtue can 
Be resident in lesser than a man. 

Clor, If any art I have, or hidden skill. 
May cure thee of disease, or fester'd ill, 
Whose grief or greenness to another's eye 
May seem unpossible of remedy, 
I dare yet undertake it. 

The, 'Tis no pain 
I suffer through disease, no beating vein 30 

Conveys infection dangerous to the heart. 
No part imposthumed, to be cured by art, 
This body holds, and yet a feller grief 
Than ever skilfcil hand did give relief 
Dwells on my soul, and may be heal'd by you, 
Fair beauteous virgin ! 

Clor, Then, shepherd, let me sue 
To know thy grief ; that man yet never knew 
The way to health, that durst not shew his sore. 

The, Then, fau*est, know I love you. 40 
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Clor, Swain, no more ! 
Thou hast abused the strictness of this place. 
And offer'd saciilegions foul disgrace 
To the sweet rest of these interr^ bones ; 
For fear of whose ascending, fly at once, 
Thou and thy idle passions, that the sight 
Of death ana speedy vengeance may not firight 
Thy very soul with horror. 

The, Let me not 
(Thou all perfection) merit such a blot 10 

For my true zealous fetith. 

Clor, Darest thou abide 
To see this holy earth at once divide. 
And give her body up ? for sure it will. 
If thou pursu'st with wanton flames to fill 
This hallow'd place ; therefore repent and go, 
Whilst I with prayers appease his ghost below, 
liiat else would teU thee, what it were to be 
A rival in that virtuous love that he 
Embraces yet. 20 

The, 'Tis not the white or red 
Inhabits in your cheek, that thus can wed 
Hy mind to adoration ; nor your eye, 
Though it be full and fair, your forehead high. 
And smooth as Pelops' shoulder : not the smile, 
Lies watching in those dimples to beguile 
The easy soul ; your hands and fingers long 
With veins enamel'd richly : nor your tongue. 
Though it spoke sweeter than Arion's harp ; 
Your hair, woven into many a curious warp, 30 

Able in endless error to enfold 
The wand'ring soul ; nor the true perfect mould 
Of all your bwiy, which as pure doth shew 
In maiden whiteness as the Alpine snow : 
AH these, were but your constancy away, 
Would please me less than a black stormy day 
The wretched seaman toiling through the deep. 
But whilst this honour'd stnctness you dare keep, 
Though all the plagues that e'er begotten were 
In the great womb of air, were settled here, 40 

In opposition, I would, like the tree. 
Shake off those drops of weakness, and be free. 
Even in the arm of danger. 
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Clor, Wouldst thou have 
Me raise a^in (fond man) from silent grave, 
Those sparks that long affo were buriea here, 
With my dead Mend's cold ashes ? 

The, Dearest dear, 
I dare not ask it, nor you must not grant. 
Stand strongly to your vow, and do not faint. 
Remember how he lov'd ye ; and be still 
The same opinion speaks ye ; let not will. 
And that great god of women, appetite, 10 

Set up your blood again ; do not mvite 
Desire and Fancy from their lon^ exile. 
To set them once more in a pleasmg smile. 
Be like a rock made firmly up 'gainst all 
The power of angry heaven, or the strong fall 
Of Neptune's battery ; if ye yield, I die 
To all affection : 'tis that loyalty. 
Ye tie unto this grave, I so admire ; 
And yet there 's something else I would desire. 
If you would hear me, but withal deny. 20 

i*an, what an uncertain destiny 
Hangs over all my hopes ! I will retire, 
For if I longer stay, tnis double fire 
Will lick my life up. 

Clor, The gods give quick release 
And happy cure unto thy hard disease. 

The God of the River rises vnth Amoret in his armSf 
whom the sullen Shepherd has flung wounded into his 
spring. 

River God. What powerful charms my streams do 
bring 
Back again unto their spring. 
With such force, that I their god. 
Three times striking with my rod, 80 

Could not keep them in their ranks ? 
My fishes shoot into the banks, 
There 's not one that stays and feeds. 
All have hid them in the weeds. 
Here 's a mortal almost dead 
Fall'n into my river head, 
HaUow'd so with many a spell, 
That till now none ever fell. 
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Tis a female young and clear, 

Cast in by some ravisher. 

See upon her breast a wound, 

On wnich there is no plaisterlbouud. 

Yet she *s warm, her pulses beat, 

'Tis a sign of life and heat. 

If thou oe'st a virgin pure, 

I can give a present cure. 

Take a drop into thy wound 

From my watry locks, more round 10 

Than orient pearl, and far more pure 

Than unchaste flesh may endure. 

See she pants, and from her flesh 

The warm blood gusheth out afresh. 

She is an unpolluted maid ; 

I must have this bleeding staid. 

From my banks I pluck this flower 

With holy hand, whose virtuous power 

Is at once to heal and draw. 

The blood returns. I never saw 20 

A fairer mortal. Now doth break 

Her deadly slumber. Virgin, speak. 

Amo, Who hath i^stored my seuse, given me new 
breath, 
And brought me back out of the arms of death ? 

River God, I have heal'd thy wounds. 

Amo. Ah me ! 

River God, Fear not him that succour 'd thee. 
I am this fountain's god ; below 
My waters to a river grow. 

And 'twixt two banks with osiei-s set, 30 

That only prosper in the wet, 
Through the meadows do they glide, 
Wheeling still on every side, 
Sometimes winding round about. 
To find the evenest channel out ; 
And if thou \\ilt go with me. 
Leaving mortal company, 
In the cool stream shalt thou lie, 
Free from hami as well as I. 

I will give thee for thy food, 40 

No fish that useth in the mud, 
But trout and pike that love to swim 
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Where the gravel from the hrim 

Through the pore sti*eains may be seen. 

Orient pearl nt for a queen, 

Will I give thy love to win, 

And a sneU to keep them in. 

Not a fish in all my brook 

That shidl disobey thy look. 

But when thou wilt, come sliding by. 

And from thy white hand take a fly. 

And to make thee understand, 10 

How I can my waves command, 

They shall bubble whilst I sing, 

Sweeter than the silver string. [Sings. 

Do not fear to put thy feet 

Naied in the river sweet : 

Think not leechy or newt, or toad, 

Will hUe thy foot, tchen thou hast trod; 

Nor let the icater lisina hiah, 

As thou icad*st in, make tnee cry 

And sob, but ever live with me, 20 

And not a wave shall trouble thee. 

Aiiw. Immortal ^wwer, that rulest this holy flood, 
I know myself unworthy to be woo'd 
By thee, a god : for ere this, but for thee, 
I should have shown my weak mortality. 
Besides, by holy oath betwixt us twain, 
I am betroth'd unto a shepherd swain, 
Whose comely face, I know, the gods above 
May make me leave to see, but not to love. 

River God, May he prove to thee as true. — 30 
Fairest vii*gin, now adieu, 
I must make my waters fly. 
Lest they leave their channels dry, 
And beasts that come unto the spring 
Miss their morning's watering. 
Which I would not ; for of late 
All the neighbour people sate 
On my banks, and from the fold 
Two white lambs of three weeks old 
Offcr'd to mv deity : 40 

For which this year they shall be free 
From raging floods, that as they pass 
Leave their gravel in the grass : 
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Nor sliall their meads be oyerflown, 
When their grass is newly mown. 

Amo. For thy kindness to me shown, 
Never from thy banks be blown 
Any tree, with windy force, 
Gross thy streams to stop thy course : 
May no beast that comes to drink. 
With his horns cast down thy brink ; 
May none that for thy fish do look. 
Cut thy banks to dam thy brook : 10 

Bare^foot may no neighbour wade 
In thy cool streams, wife nor maid. 
When the spawn on stones do lie. 
To ¥rash their hemp, and spoil the fry. 

Rvoer Chd, Thanks, virgm, I must down again, 
Thy wound wiU put thee to no pain : 
Wonder not so soon 'tis gone ; 
A holy hand was laid upon. 

[If all the i>art8 of this Play had been in unison with 
these innocent scenes, and sweet lyric intermixtures, it 
had been a Poem fit to vie with Comus or the Arcadia, 
to haye been put into the hands of boys and yirgins, to 
hare made matter for young dreams, like the loves of 
Hermia and L3r8ander. But a spot is on the face of this 
moon. — Nothing short of infatimtion could have driyen 
Fletcher upon mixing up with this blessedness such 
an ugly deformity as Cloe : tiie wanton shepherdess ! 
Coarse words do but wound the ear^ ; but a character 
of lewdness affronts the mind. Female lewdness at 
once shocks nature and morality. If Cloe was meant 
to set off Clorin by contrast, Fletoher should have 
known that such weeds by juxta-poeition do not set off 
but kill sweet flowers.] 

cii. (o.) 

DEDICATORY VERSES PREFIXED TO THE 
"FAITHFUL SHEPHERDFJ3S." 

I. 

To that noble and tt^e lover of leaiiiing, 
Sir Walter Astow. 
Sir, I must ask your patience, and be tni(\ 
This Play was never liked, except by fev 
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That brought their judgments with them ; for of late 

First the infection, then the common prate 

Of common people, have such customs got, 

Either to silence Plays, or like them not : 

Under the last of which this Interlude 

Had fall'n, for ever press'd down by the rude, 

That, like a torrent which the moist South feeds. 

Drowns both before him the ripe com and weeds ; 

Had not the saving sense of better men 

Redeem'd it from corruption. Dear sir, then 10 

Among the better souls be you the best, 

In whom as in a centre I take rest 

And proper being ; from whose equal eye 

And mcfonent nothinc grows but purity. 

Nor do I flatter ; for, oy all those dead, 

Great in the Muses, by Apollo's head, 

He that adds anything to you, 'tis done 

Like his that lights a can(ue to the sun. 

Then be as you were ever, yourself still 

Moved by your judgment, not by love or will. 20 

And when I sing again (as who can tell 

My next devotion to that holy Well ?) 

Your goodness to the Muses shall be all 

Able to make a work Heroical. 

II. 
To (he Inheritor of all Woiikiness, Sm William Skipwith. 

ODE. 

I. 

If from servile hope or love, 

I may prove 
But so happy to be thought for 
Such a one, whose great^t ease 

Is to please, 
Worthy Sir, I Ve all I sought for. 30 

n. 
For no itch of greater name 
Which some claim 

* The Plagne: in whicli times, tlie acting of Plays appears to 
have been disooantenaoced. 
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By their verses, do I show it 
To the world ; nor to protest, 

'Tis the best ; 
These are lean faults in a poet : 

III. 
Nor to make it serve to feed 

At m^ need ; 
Nor to gam acquaintance by it ; 
Nor to ravish kind attomies 

In their joumies ; 
Nor to read it after diet. 10 

IV. 

Far from me are all these aims, 

Fittest frames 
To build weakness on and pity ; 
Only to yoiu^elf, and such 

Whose true touch 
Makes all good, let me seem witty. 

III. 

To the perfect gentleman, Sir Robert Townsbnd. 

If the greatest faults may crave 

Pardon, where contrition is. 

Noble sir, I needs must have 

A long one for a long amiss. 20 

If you ask me how is this, 

Upon my faith I '11 tell you frankly ; 
You love above my means to thank ye. 

Yet, according to my talent. 

As sour fortime loves to use me, 

A poor Shepherd I have sent 

In home-spun gray, for to excuse me : 

And may all my hopes refuse me 
But, when better comes ashore. 
You shall have better, newer, more ! 30 

'Till when, like our desperate debtors, 

Or our three-piled sweet "protesters," 

I must please you in bare letters, 

And so pay my debts, like jesters. 

Yet I oft have seen good feasters. 
Only for to please the pallet 
Leave gi*eat meat, and choose a sallet. 
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Apologetical Treface^ followvng these : 

To the Reader, 
If you be not reasonably assured of your knowled^ 
in this kind of Poem, lay down the Book ; or read this, 
which I would wish had been the Prologue. It is 
a Pastoral Tragi-Comedv ; which the people seeing 
when it was played, having ever had a singular gin 
in defining, concluded to be a play of Country-hired 
Shepherds, in gray cloaks, with cur-tailed dogs in 
strings, sometimes laughing toother, and sometimes 
killing one another ; and, missing Whitsun ales, 
cream, wassail, and Morris dance-s, began to be 
angry. In their error I would not have you fall, 
lest you incur their censure.* Understand, there- 
fore, a Pastoral to be — a Representation of Shep- 
herds and Shepherdesses, witn their Actions and 
Passions, which must be such as may agree with 
their natures ; at least, not exceeding former fictions 
and vulgar traditions. They are not to be adom'd 
\vith any art, but such improper ones as nature is 
said to bestow, as Singing and Poetry ; or such as 
experience may teach them, as the virtues of herbs 
and fountains ; the ordinary course of the sun, 
moon, and stars ; and such like. But you are ever 
to remember Shepherds to be such, as all the ancient 
poets (and modem of understanding) have received 
them ; that is, the Owners of Flocks, and not 
Hirelings. — A Tram-Comedy is not so called in 
respect of mirth ana killing, but in respect it wants 
deaths (which is enough to make it no Tragedy) ; 
yet brings some near to it (which is enough to make 
it no Comedy) : which must be a Representation of 
Familiar People, with such kind of trouble as no 
life be Questioned ; so that a God is as lawful in this, 
as in a Tragedy ; and mean People, as in a Comedy. 
— Thus much I hope will serve to justify my Poem, 
and make you understand it ; to teach you more for 
nothing, I do not know that I am in conscience 
lK)und. John Fletcher. 

* He damns the Town : the Town before damn'd him.— Ed. 

We can almost be not sony for the ill dramatic success of tliis 
Play, which brought out such spirited apologies; in particular, 
the masterly definitions of Pastoral and Tragi-Gomedy in this 
l>refaee. 
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cm. (o.) 

COMMENDATORY VERSES BEFORE THE 
"FAITHFUL SHEPHERDESS/' 

There are no sureties, good friend, will be taken 

For works that vulgar good-name hath forsaken. 

A Poem and a Play too ! Why, 'tis like 

A Scholar that 's a Poet ; their names strike. 

And kill outright : one cannot both fates bear. — 

Bat as a Poet, that 's no Scholar, makes 

Vulgarity his whiffler, and so takes 

Passage with ease and state thro' both sides* prease 

Of pageant-seers : or, as Scholars please, 

That are no Poets more than Poets learned, 10 

Since t?ieir art solely is by souls discem'd, 

(The others' falls within the common sense. 

And sheds, like common light, her influence) : 

So, were your Play no Poem, but a thing 

Which eveiy cobbler to his patch might sing ; 

A rout of nifles, like the multitude, 

With no one limb of any art endued. 

Like would to like, and praise you : but because 

Your Poem only hath by us applause ; 

Renews the Golden World, ana holds through all 20 

The holy laws of homely Pastoral, 

MTiere flowers, and founts, and nymphs, and serai - 

gods, 
And all the Graces, find their old abodes ; 
Where forests flourish but in endless verse, 
And meadows nothing-fit for purchasers : 
This Iron Age, that eats itself, will never 
Bite at your Golden World, that others ever 
Loved as itself. Then, like your Book, do you 
Live in old peace : and that for praise allow. 

G, Chapman. 30 

CIV. 

THIERRY AND THEODORET : A TRAGEDY. 

BY THE SAME. 

Thierry, King of France, being cluldlesSf is foretold by an 
Astrologer, thai he shall have Children if he saa-ifce 
the first Wovian thai he shall meet at sun-nse coming 
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out of the Temple of Diana. He waits before the 
Temple, and the Jirst Woman he sees proves to be his 
own, Wife Ordslla. 

Thisrrt. Martbl, a Nobleman. 

Mart. Your grace is early stirring. 

Thier, How can he sleep 
Whose happiness is laid up in an hour, 
He knows comes stealing towards him ? Oh Martel ! 
Is 't possible the longing bride, whose wishes 
Out-run her fears, can on that day she is married 
Consume in slumbers ; or his anus rust in ease, 
That hears the charge, and sees the honour'd purchase 
Ready to gUd his valour ? Mine is more, 
A power above these passions ; this day France, 10 
France, that in want of issue withers with us, 
And like an aged river, runs his head 
Into forgotten ways, again I ransom. 
And his fair course turn right. — 

Mart, Happy woman, th&t dies to do these things. 

Thier, The gods have heard me now, and those that 
scom'd me. 
Mothers of many children and bless'd fathers 
That see their issue like the stars unnumber'd. 
Their comfort more than them, shall in my praises 
Now teach their infants songs ; and tell their ages 20 
From such a son of mine, or such a queen. 
That chaste Ordella brings me. 

Mart. The day wears. 
And those that have been offering early prayers. 
Are now retiring homeward. 

Thier, Stand and mark them. 

Mart, Is it the first must suffer ? 

Thier, The first woman. 

Mart. What hand shall do it, sir ? 

Thier, This hand, Martel : 80 

For who less dare presume to give the gods 
An incense of this offering ? 
' MaH. Would I were she I 
For such a way to die, and such a blessing. 
Can never crown my parting. 
Here oomes a woman. 

Obdilla oomes otUfrom the Temple, veiled, 

Thier. Stand, and behold her then ! 
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Mart* I think a fair one. 

Thier. More not whilst I prepare her : may her peace. 
Like his whose innocence tne gods are pleas'd with, 
And, offering at their altars, fives his soul 
Far purer than those fires, puU heaven upon her ; 
You holy powers, no human spot dwell in her ; 
No love of anything, but you and goodness, 
Tie her to earth ; fear be a stranger to her, 
And all weak blood's affections, out thy hope. 
Let her l)equeath to women : hear me, heaven, 10 
Give her a spirit masculine and noble, 
Fit for yourselves to ask, and me to offer. 
0, let her meet my blow, dote on her death ; 
And as a wanton vine bows to the pruner. 
That by his cutting off more may increase. 
So let her fall to raise me fruit ! Hail, woman ! 
The happiest and the best (if the dull will 
Do not abuse thy fortune) France e*er found yet. 

Ordeh She's more than dull, sir, less and worse than 
woman. 
That may inherit such an infinite 20 

As you propound, a greatness so near goodness. 
And brings a will to rob her. 

Thier, Tell me this then ; 
Was there e'er woman yet, or may be found. 
That for fair fame, unspotted memory. 
For virtue's sake, and only for its self sake, 
Has, or dare make a story ? 

Ordel, Many dead, sir ; living, I think, as many. 

Thier. Say the kingdom 
May from a woman's will receive a blessing, 30 

The king and kingdom, not a private safety, 
A general blessing, lady ? 

Ordd. A general curse light on her heart denies it. 

Thier, Full of honour ; 
And such examples as the former ages 
Were but dim shadows of and empty figures ? 

Ordel. You strangely stir me, sir, and were my 
weakness 
In any other flesh but modest woman's. 
You should not ask more questions ; may I do it ? 

Thier. You may ; and which is more, you must. 40 

Ordel, I joy in t, 
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Above a moderate gladness ; sir, you promise 
It shall be honest. 

Thier. As ever Time discover'd. 

Ord^l, Let it be what it may then, what it dare, 
I have a mind will hazard it. 

Thier, But hark ye, 
What may that woman merit, makes this blessing ? 

Ordel. Only her duty, sir. 

Thier, 'Tis terrible. 

Ordel, *Tia so much the more noble. 10 

Thier, *Tis full of fearful shadows. 

Ordel, So is sleep, sir. 
Or anything that 's merely ours and mortal ; 
We were begotten gods else : but those fears, 
Feeling but once the fires of nobler thoughts. 
Fly, like the shapes of clouds we form, to nothing. 

Thier, Suppose it death. 

Ordel. I do. 

Hiier, And endless parting 
With all we can call ours, with all our sweetness, 20 
With youth, strength, pleasure, people, time, nay, 

reason : 
For in the silent grave, no conversation,* 
No joyful tread of friends, no voice of lovers. 
No careful father's counsel, nothing 's heard. 
Nor nothing is, but all oblivion. 
Dust and an endless darkness : and dare you, woman, 
Desire this place ? 

Ordel, 'Tis of all sleeps the sweetest ; 
Children b€^n it to us, strong men seek it. 
And kings from height of all their painted glories 30 
Fall, like spent exhalations, to this centre : 
And those are fools that fear it, or imagine, 
A few unhandsome pleasures, or life's profits. 
Can recompense this place ; and mad that stay it, 
Till age blow out their lights, or rotten humours 
Bring them dispers'd to the earth. 

Thier. Then you can suffer ? 

Ordel. As willingly as say it. 

Hiier. Martel, a wonder ! 

* There is no work, no devioe, nor knowledge, nor wisdom, in 
the graye, whither then goeait.~'E€cle$ia$tes. 
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Here is a woman that dares die ? Yet tell me, 
Are you a wife ? 

Ordel, I am, sir. 

7%ier, And have children ? She sighs and weeps. 

OrdeL none, sir. 

Thier, Dare you venture, 
For a poor barren praise you ne'er shall hear. 
To part with these sweet hopes ? 

Ordel, With all but heaven. 
And yet die full of children ; he that reads me 10 
When I am ashes, is my son in wishes : 
And those chaste dames that keep my memory, 
Singing my yearly requiems, are my daughters. 

Thier, Then there is nothing wantmg but my 
knowledge. 
And what I must do, lady. 

Ordel, You are the king, sir. 
And what vou do I *11 suffer, and that blessing 
That you desire, the gods shower on the kingdom ! 

Thier, Thus much before I strike then, for I must 
kill you ; 19 

The gods have will'd it so, they 've made the blessing 
Must make France young again, and me a man. 
Keep up your strength still nobly. 

Chrdel, Fear me not. 

Thier, And meet death like a measure. 

Ordel, I am steadfast. 

Thier. Thou shalt be sainted, woman, and thy 
tomb 
Cut out in crystal pure and good as thou ai-t ; 
And on it shall be graven, every age. 
Succeeding peers of France that rise by thy fall. 
Till thou liest there like old and fruitful Nature. 30 
Darest thou behold thy happiness ? 

Ordel, I dare, sir. 

[PvMs off her veil ; he lets fall his sword. 

Thier. Ha ! 

Mar, 0, sir, you must not do it. 

Thier, No, I dare not. 
There is an angel keeps that paradise, 
A fiery angel, friend : virtue, virtue. 
Ever and endless virtue. 

Ordel. Strike, sir, strike ; 
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And if in my poor death fair France may merit, 
Give me a tnousand blows, be killing me 
A thousand days. 

Thier, First let the earth be barren, 
And man no more remember'd. Rise, Ordella, 
The nearest to thy Maker, and the purest 
That ever dull flesh shew'd us, — Oh my heart- 
strings.* 

liARTBL relaiet to Thibrrt the manner qf 
Ordblla*s death. 

Mar. The griev'd Ordella (for all other titles 
But take away from that) having from me. 
Prompted by your last parting groan, enquir'd 10 
What drew it from you, and tne cause soon leam*d : 
For she whom barbarism could deny nothing. 
With such prevailing earnestness desir'd it, 
'Twas not in me, though it had been my death. 
To hide it from her ; she, I say, in whom 
All was, that Athens, Rome, or warlike Sparta, 
Have reffister'd for good in their best women. 
But nothing of their ill ; knowing hei*self 
Mark'd out (I know not by what power, but sure 
A cruel one) to die, to give you children ; 20 

Having first with a settled countenance 
Look'd up to heaven, and then upon herself, 

* I have always considered this to be the finest scene In 
Fletcher, and Ordella the most perfect idea of the female heroie 
character, next to Calantha in the Brolcea Heart of Ford, that 
has been embodied in fiction. 3he is a piece of sainted nature. 
Yet, noble as the whole scene is, it must bo confessed that the 
manner of it, compared with Shakespeare's finest seenes, is slow 
and languid. Its motion is clrctdar, not progressive. Each 
line revolves on itself in a sort of separate orbit. They do not 
join into one another like a running hand. Every- step that 
we go we are stopped to admire some single object, like walking 
is beautifnl scenery with a guide. This slowness I shall else- 
where have occasion to remark as characteristic of Fletcher. 
Another striking difference perceivable betweeu Fletcher and 
Shakspeare, is the fondness of the former for unnatoral and 
violent situations, like that in the scene before us. He seemt to 
have thought that nothing great could be produced In n 
ordinary way. The chief incidents in the Wife for a Month, la 
Cupid's Revenge, in the Double Marriage, and In many mora 
of his Tragedies, shew this. Shakspeare had nothing of thUi 
contortion in his mind, none of that craving after romantie 
incidents, and flights of strained and improbable virtue, wbicl^ 
I think always betrays an imperfect mfltml seoslblllty. 
II. H 
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(It being the next best object) and then smil'd, 
As if her joy in death to do you service, 
Would break forth, in despite of the much sorrow 
She shew'd she had to leave you ; and then taking 
Me by the hand, this hand which I must ever 
Love better t^an I have done, since she touch'd it, 

* Gk)," said she, ** to my lord (and to go to him 

* Is such a happiness I must not hope for) 

* And tell him that he too much pnz'd a trifle 

* Made only worthy in his love, and her 10 

* Thankful acceptance, for her sake to rob 

* The orphan kingdom of such guardians, as 

* Must of necessity descend from him ; 

* And therefore in some part of recompense 

* Of his much love, and to shew to the world 

* That 'twas not her fault only, but her fate, 

* That did deny to let her be the mother 

* Of such most certain blessings : yet for proof, 

* She did not envy her, that happy her, 

* That is appointed to them ; her quick end 20 

* Should make way for her : " which no sooner, 
spoke, 

But in a moment this too-ready engine 
Made such a battery in the choicest castle 
That ever Nature made to defend life, 
That straight it shook and sunk. 



cv. 
WIT WITHOUT MONEY : A COMEDY. 

BY THE SAME. 

The humour of a Gallant who mill not be persuaded t<f 
keep his Lands, but chooses to live by his Wits rather, 

Valentine's Uncle. Merchant, who has his Mortgage* 

Mer, When saw you Valentine ? 

Utvc, Not since the horse-race. 
He *s taken up with those that woo the widow. 

Mer, How can he live by snatches from such 
people ? 
He bore a worthy mind. 80 
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Unc, Alas, he's sunk, 
His means are gone, he wants ; and, which is worse, 
Takes a delight in doing so. 

Mer, That *s strange. 

Une. Runs lunatic if you but talk of states ; 
He can *t be brought (now he has spent his own) 
To think there is inheritance, or means. 
But all a common riches ; all men bound 
To be his bailififs. 

Mer, This is something dangerous. 10 

Unc, "No gentleman, that has estate, to use it 
In keeping house or followers : for those ways 
He cries against for eating sins, dull surfeits, 
Cramming of serving-men, mustering, of beggard. 
Maintaining hospitals for kites and curs, 
Grounding their fat faiths upon old country proverbs, 
**6od bless the founders: these he would have 

ventured 
Into more manly uses, wit and carriage ; 
And never thinks of state or means, the ground- 
works : 19 
Holding it monstrous, men should feed their bodies, 
And starve their understandings. 

VALENTINBjoiiW them. 

Vol, Now to your business, uncle. 

Vnc, To your state then. 

VaZ, 'Tis gone, and I am glad on *t ; name 't no 
more, 
'Tis that I pray against, and heaven has heard me ; 
I tell you, sir, I am more fearful of it, 
(I mean, of thinking of more lands or livings) 
Than sickly men are travelling o* Sundays, 
For being quell'd with carriers ; out upon *t ; 
Caveat emptor ; let the fool out-sweat it. 
That thinks he has got a catch on 't. 80 

Utic, This is madness, 
To be a wilful beggar. 

Val, I am mad then, 
And so I mean to be ; will that content you ? 
How bravelv now I live ! how jocund ! 
How near the first inheritance ! without fears 1 
How free from title-troubles I 

Unc, And from means too ! 
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Vol. Means — 
Why, all good men *s my means ; my wit 's my 

plough ; 
The town *s my stock, tavern 's my standing-house, 
(And all the world kno¥r8, there's no want): all 

gentlemen 
That love society, love me ; all purses 
That wit and pleasure opens, are my tenants ; 
Every man's clothes fit me ; the next fair lodging 
Is but my next remove ; and when I please 
To be more eminent, and take the air, 
A piece is levied, and a coach prepared, 10 

And I go I care not whither ; what need state here f 

Unc But say these means were honest, will they 
last, sir ? 

VaZ. Far longer than your jerkin, and wear 
fairer. 
Your mind 's enclosed, nothing lies open nobly ; 
Your very thoughts are hinds, that work on nothing 
But daily sweat and trouble : were my way 
So full of dirt as this ('tis true) I 'd shift it. 
Are my acquaintance graziers ? But, sir, know ; 
Ko man that I 'm alli^ to in my living. 
But makes it equal whether his own use 20 

Or my necessity pull first ; nor is this forc'd. 
But the mere <]^uality and poisure of goodness. 
And do you thmk I venture nothing equal ? 

Unc, You pose me, cousin. 

Vol. What 's my knowledge, uncle ? 
Is 't not worth money ? what 's my understanding ? 
Travel ? reading ? wit ? all these digested ? my daily 
Making men, some to speak, that too much phlegm 
Had froz'n up ; some, that spoke too much, to hold 
Their peace, and put their tongues to pensions ; 
some 30 

To wear their clothes, and some to keep *em : these 
Are nothing, uncle ? besides these ways, to teach 
The way of nature, a manly love, community 
To all that are deservers, not examining 
How much or what *s done for them ; it is wicked. — 
Are not these ways as honest, as persecuting 
The starv'd inheritance with musty com. 
The very rats were fain to run away from % 
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Or selling rotten wood, by the pound, like spices, 

Which gentlemen do after bum by the ounces ? 

Do not I know your way of feeding beasts 

With grains, and windy stuff, to Wow up butchers ? 

Your racking pastures, that have eaten up 

As many singmg shepherds, and their issues^ 

As Andaluzia breeds ? These are authentic. 

I tell you, sir, I would not change way with you, 

Unless it were to sell your state that hour, 

And (if 'twere possible) to s^nd it then too, 10 

For all your beans in Rumnillo : now you ^ow me. 



[The wit of Fletcher is excellent, like his serious 
scenes : but there is something strained and far-fetched 
in both. He is too mistrustful of Nature ; he always 
goes a little on one side of her. Shakspeare chose her 
without a reserve: and had riches, power, under- 
standing, and long life, with her, for a dowry.] 



cvi. 
THE TWO NOBLE KINSMEN: A TRAGEDY. 

BY THE SAME.* 

Three Queens, whose Lords were slain and their bodies 
denied burial by Creon the cntd King of Thebes, 
seek redress from Theseus, Duke of Athens, on the 
day of his marriage with HlPPOLTTA, Queen of the 
Amazons. The first Queen falls down ai the feet of 
Theseus ; the second at the feet of Hifpoltta, ha 
bride ; and Hie third implores the mediaiion of FiMTTJA, 
his t^er. 

Ist Qu, to Thes, For pity's sake, and true gentility, 
Hear and respect me. 

271^ Qu, to Hip. For your mother's sake. 
And as you wish your womb may thrive with fair 

ones. 
Hear and respect me. 
Zrd Qu, to Emil, Now for the love of him whom 
Jove hath mark'd 

* Fletcher is said to have been assisted in this Play by Shak- 
speare. 
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The honour of your bed, and for the sake 
Of (ilear virginity, be advocate 
For us and our clistresses : this good deed 
Shall raze out of the book of trespasses 
All you are set down there. 

TTies, Sad lady, rise ! 

ffip. Stand up ! 

Emil. No knees to me ! 
What woman I may stead, that is distressed. 
Does bind me to her. 10 

Thes. What 's your request ? Deliver you for all. 

Ist Qu. We are three queens, whose sovereigns fell 
before 
The wrath of cruel Creon ; who endure 
The beaks of ravens, talons of the kites. 
And pecks of crows, in the foul field of Thebes. 
He will not suffer us to bum their bones, 
To urn their ashes, nor to take th* offence 
Of mortal loathsomeness from the blest eye 
Of holy Phoebus, but infects the winds 
With stench of our slain lords. Oh pity, duke, 20 
Thou purger of the earth, draw thy fear d sword 
That does good turns to th' world ; give us the bones 
Of our dead kings, that we may chapel them ; 
And, of thy boundless goodness, take some note 
That for our crowned heads we have no roof. 
Save this which is the lion's and the bear's. 
And vault to every thing. 

T/ies. Pray you kneel not ! 
I was transported with your speech, and suffer'd 
Your knees to wrong themselves. I have heard the 
fortunes 30 

Of your dead lords, which gives me such lamenting. 
As wakes my vengeance and revenge for them. 
King Capaneus was your lord : the day 
That he should marry you, at such a season 
As now it is with me, 1 met your groom 
By Mars' altar, you were that time fair, 
Not Juno's mantle fairer than your tresses. 
Nor in more bounty spread her. Your wheaten 

wreath 
Was then not thrash'd nor blasted : Fortune at you 
Dimpled her cheek with smiles : Hercules, our kins- 
man, 40 
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(Then weaker than your eje%) laid by hisxilub ; 
He tumbled down upon his Nemean hide, 
And swore his sinews thaw'd. O, grief and time, 
Fearful consumers, you will all devour. 

l8t, Qu, Oh I hope some god. 
Some god has ^ut his mercy in your manhood, 
Whereto he '11 infuse power, and press you forth 
Our undertaker. 

Th>es, Oh, no knees, none, widow ; 
Unto the helmeted Bellona use them, 10 

And pray for me, your soldier. 
Troubled I am. 

2nd. Qu, Honour'd Hippolita, 
Most dreaded Amazonian, that hast slain 
l^e scythe-tusk'd boai*; that with thy arm, as 

strong 
As it is white, wast near to make the male 
To thy sex captive, but that this thy lord, 
Bom to uphold creation in that honour 
First Nature styled it in, shnmk thee into 19 

The bound thou wast o'erflowing, at once subduing 
Thy force and thy affection : Soldieress, 
That equally canst poise sternness with pity. 
Who now I know hast much more power on him 
Than e'er he had on thee, who ow'st his strength 
And his love too ; who is a servant to 
The tenor of thy speech : dear glass of ladies. 
Bid him that we, whom flaming war doth scorch, 
Under the shadow of his sword may cool us : 
Require him he advance it o'er our heads ; 
Speak 't in a woman's key, like such a woman 30 
As any of us three ; weep ere you fail ; lend us a knee, 
But touch the ground for us no longer time 
Than a dove's motion when the head 's plucked off: 
Tell him if he i' th' blood-siz'd field lay swoln. 
Shewing the sun his teeth, grinning at the moon, 
What you would do. 

Hip, Poor lady, say no more ! 
I had as lief trace this good action with you. 
As that whereto I 'm going, and never yet 
Went I so willing way. My lord is taken ^ 40 
Heart-deep with your distress ; let him consider ; 
I '11 speak anon. 
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Brd Qu. to EmiL my petition was 
Set down in ice, which by hot grief uncandied 
Melts into drops, so sorrow wanting form 
Is pressed with deeper matter. 

£!miL Pray stand up ; 
Your grief is written in your cheek. 

Zrd Qu, Oh woe, 
You cannot read it there ; there through my tears, ' 
Like wrinkled pebbles in a glassy stream, 
You may behola them. Laway, lady, alack ! 1(J 

He that will all the treasures know o* th* earth, 
Must know the centre too ; he that will fish 
For my least minnow, let him lead his line 
To catch one at my heart. O pardon me ; 
Extremity that sharpens sundry wits 
Makes me a fool. 

IhniL Pray you say nothin^^ pray you ; 
Who cannot feel, nor see the ram, being in *t, 
Knows neither wet, nor dry ; if that you were 
The ground-piece of some painter, I would buy you 20 
T' instruct me 'gainst a capital grief indeed, 
Such heart-pierc'd demonstration ; but alas 
Being a natural sister of our sex. 
Your sorrow beats so ardently upon me. 
That it shall make a counter-reflect 'gainst 
My brother's heart, and warm it to some pity, 
Though it were made of stone : pray have good comfort, 

T?us. Forward to th' temple, leave not out a jot 
O' th' sacred ceremony. 

IsL Qu, Oh this celebration • 30 

Will longer last, and be more costly than 
Your suppliants' war. Remember that your fame 
Knolls in the ear o' th* world : what you do quickly. 
Is not done rashly ; your first thought is more 
Than others' labour'dmeditance ; your premeditating 
More than their actions ; but Jove, your actions, 
Soon as they move, as ospreys do the nsh, 
Subdue before they touch. Think, dear duke, think. 
What beds our slain kings have. 

2nd. Qu. What griefs our beds, 40 

That our dear lords nave none. 

Zrd, Qu. None fit for the dead : 
Those that with cords, knives, drams, precipitance. 
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Weary of this world's liffht, hare to themselves 
Been death's most horria agents, human grace 
Affords them dust and shadow. 

Ist, Qu, But our lords 
lie blistering 'fore the yisitating sun, 
And were gc^ kings when living. 

Hies, it is true, and I will give you comfort, 
To give your dead lords graves : 
The which to do must make some work with Greon. . 

1^. Qu, And that work presents itself to thf 
doins: 1(> 

Now 'twill take form, the heats are ^ne to-morrow, 
Then bootless toil must recompense itself 
With its own sweat ; now he *s secure, 
Not dreams we stand before your puissance, 
Rinsing our holy begging in our eyes 
To make petition clear. 

2nd, Qu, Now you may take him 
Drunk with his victory. 

Srd. Qu. And his army full 
Of bread and sloth. 20^ 

Thes, Artesius, that best knowest 
How to draw out, fit to this enterprise 
The prim'st for this proceeding, and the number 
To carry such a business forth, and levy 
Our worthiest instruments, whilst we despatch 
This grand act of our life, this daring deed 
Of fate in wedlock. 

1st, Qu, Dowagers, take hands ; 
Let us be widows to our woes ; delay 
Commends us to a famishing hope. 80^ 

All, Farewell. 

271^. Qu, We come unseasonably. But when 
could grief 
Cull forth, as mipang'd judgment can, fit'st time 
For best solicitation ? 

Thes, Why, good ladies. 
This is a service, whereto I am ^ing. 
Greater than any was ; it more imports me 
Than all the actions that I have foregone. 
Or futurely can cope. 

1st, Qu, The more proclaiming 40 

Oui* suit shall be neglected, when her arms, 
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Able to lock Jove from a synod, shall 

By warranting moon-light corslet thee. Oh ! when 

Her twinning cherries shall their sweetness fall 

Upon thy tasteful lips, what wilt thou think 

Of rotten kings, or blubber'd queens ? what care 

For what thou feel'st not ? what thou feel'st being 

able 
To make Mars spurn his drum. Oh 1 if thou couch 
But one night with her, every hour in 't wiU 
Take hostage of thee for a hundred, and 
Thou shalt remember nothing more than what 10 
That buiquet bids thee to. 

Hip, Though much unliking 
You should be so transported, as much sorry 
I should be such a suitor, yet I think 
Did I not by th* abstaining of my joy 
Which breeds a deeper longing, cure their surfeit 
That craves a present med'cine, I should pluck 
All ladies' scandal on me. Therefore, sir, 
As I shall here make trial of my prayers, 
Either presuming them to have some force, 20 

Or sentencing for aye their vigour dumb. 
Prorogue this business we are going about, and hang 
Tour shield afore your heart, about that neck 
Which is my fee, and which I freely lend 
To do these poor queens service. 

All Qu*s. to EmiL help now. 
Our cause cries for your knee. 

EmiL If you grant not 
Mj^ sister her petition in that force, 
With that celerity and nature which 80 

She makes it in, from henceforth I *11 not dare 
To ask you anything, nor be so hardy 
Ever to take a husband. 

Thes. Pray stand up. 
I am entreating of myself to do 
Tliat which you kneel to have me. Perithous, 
Lead on the bride ; get you and pray the gods 
For success and return ; omit not anything 
In the pretended celebration ; queens, 
Follow your soldier. — As before, hence you, 40 

And at the banks of Aulis meet us with 
The forces you can raise, where we shall find 
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The moiety of a number, for a business 

More bigger look'd. Since that our theme is haste, 

I stamptiiis kiss upon thy currant Up ; 

Sweet, keep it as my token. Set you forward, 

■For I will see you gone. 

HlFFOLiTA and Emuia discoursing of the friendship 
between Perithous and Theseus, Emilia relates a 
parallel instaTux of the love between herself and 
FLA VIA beinff girls. 

Emit, I was acquainted 
Once with a time, when I enjoy'd a play-fellow ; 
You were at wars, when she the grave enrich'd, 
Who made too proud the bed, took leave o' th* moon 
<Which then look'd pale at parting) when our count 
"Was each eleven. 11 

Hip, *Twas Flavia. 

EmU, Yes. 
You talk of Perithous* and Theseus' love ; 
Theirs has more ground, is more maturely season'd, 
More buckled with strong judgment, and their needs 
The one of th' other may be said to water 
Their intertangled roots of love ; but I 
And she I sigh and spoke of wei-e things innocent. 
Loved for we did, ana like the elements, 20 

That know not what, nor why, yet do effect 
Bare issues by their operance, our souls 
Did so to one another ; what she liked. 
Was then of me approved ; what not condemned, 
^0 more arraignment ; the flower that I would pluck, 
And put between my breasts (Oh, then but begmning 
To swell about the blossom) she would long 
Till she had such another, and commit it 
To the like innocent cradle, where phoenix-like 
They died in perfume : on my head no toy 80 

But was her pattern ; her affections pretty. 
Though happily hers careless were, 1 followed 
For my most serious decking ; had mine ear 
Stolen some new air, or at iMventure humm'd on 
From musical coinage, why it was a note 
Whereon her spirits woula sojourn (rather dwell on) 
And sing it in ner slumbers ; this rehearsal — 
Which, every innocent wots well, comes in 
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To keep us from corruption of worse men ! 
We are young, and yet desire the ways of honour ; 
That liberty and common conversation, 
The poison of pure spirits, might (like women) 
Woo us to wander from. What worthy blessing 
Can be, but our imaginations 

May make it ours ? And here bein^ thus together^ - 
We are an endless mine to one another ; 
We are one another's wife, ever begetting 
New births of love ; we are father, friends, ac- 
quaintance ; 10 
We are, in one another, families ; 
I am your heir, and you are mine. This place 
Is our inheritance ; no hard oppressor 
Dare take this from us ; here with a little patience 
We shall live long, and loving ; no surfeits seek us ; 
The hand of War hurts none nere, nor the seas 
Swallow their youth. Were we at liberty, 
A wife might part us lawfully, or business ; 
Quarrels consume us ; envy of ill men 
&ave our acquaintance ; I might sicken, cousin, 20 
Where you should never know it, and so perish 
Without your noble hand to close mine eyes, 
Or prayers to the gods : a thousand chances, 
Were we from hence, would sever us. 

Pal. You have made me 
(I thank you, cousin Arcito) almost wanton 
With my captivity : what a misery 
It is to live abroad, and everywhere ! 
Tia like a beast methinks ! I find the court here, 
1 'm sure a more content ; and all those pleasures, 80 
That woo the wills of men to vanity, 
I see through now ; and am sufficient 
To tell the world, 'tis but a gaudy shadow, 
That old Time, as he passes by, takes with him. 
What, had we been old in the Court of Creon, 
Where sin is justice, lust and ignorance 
The virtues of the great ones ? Cousin Arcite, 
Had not the loving gods found this place for us, 
We had died, as they do, ill old men, unwept. 
And had their epitaphs, the people's curses. 40 

[This scene bears indubitable marks of Fletcher : the 
two which precede it give strong oountenaiioe to the 
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tradition that Shakespeare had a hand in this play. The 
same judgment may be formed of the death of Arcite, 
and some other passages, not here given. They have a 
luxuriance in wem which strongfy resembles Shake- 
speare's manner in those parts of ms plays where, the 
progress of the interest oeing subordinate, the poet 
was at leisure for description. I might fetch instance* 
from Troilus and Timon. That Fletcher should have 
copied Shakespeare's manner through so many entire 
spenes (which is the theory of Mr Steevens) is not very 
probable ; that he could have done it with such facility 
18 to me not certain. His ideas moved slow ; his versi- 
fication, though sweet, is tedious, it stops every 
moment ; he lays line upon line, making up one after 
the other, adding image to image so deliberately that we 
see where thoy join : Shakespeare mingles everything 
he runs line into line, embarrasses sentences and meta- 

Ehors ; before one idea has burst its shell, another it 
atched and clamorous for disclosures. If Fletcher 
wrote some scenes in imitation, why did he stop? or 
shall we say that Shakespeare wrote the other scenes in 
imitation of Fletcher ? that he gave Shakespeare a curb 
and a bridle, and that Shakspeare gave him a pair of 
spurs : as Blackmore and Lucan are brought in ex- 
changing gifts in the Battle of the Books ?] 
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BONDUCA : A TRAGEDY. 

BY THE SAME. 

BONDUCA, the British Queen, tdkina occasion from a 
Defeat of the Romans to impeam their VcUour, it 
rebuked by Caratach. 

BoNDucA, Cabatach, Henqo, NsNinns, Soldiers. 

Bon. The hardy Romans ! ye gods of Britain, 
The rust of arms, the blushing shame of soldiers ! 
Are these the men that conquer by inheritance ? 
The fortune-makers ? these the Julians, 
That with the sun measure the end of Nature, 
Making the world but one Rome and one Ciesar ? 
Shame, how they flee ! Ceesar's soft soul dwells in 

them ; 
Their mothers got them sleeping, pleasure nursed 

them, 
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Their bodies sweat with sweet oils, love's allurements. 
Not lusty arms. Dare they send these to seek ub, 
These Roman girls ? Is Britain grown so wanton t 
Twice we have beat them, Nennius, scattered them, 
And through their big-boned Germans, on whose 

pikes 
The honour of their actions sits in triumph, 
Hade themes for songs to shame them : and a woman, 
A woman beat them, Nennius ; a weak woman, 
A woman beat these Romans. 10 

Car, So it seems. A man would shame to talk 80.' 

B<m, Who 's that ? 

Car, I. 

B<m, Cousin, do you grieve at my fortunes f 

Ccur, No, Bonduca, 
If I grieve, 'tis at the bearing of your fortunes ; 
Tou put too much wind to your sail : discretion 
And nardv valour are the twins of honour ; 
And nurs d together, make a conqueror ; 
Divided, but a talker. 'Tis a truth, 20 

That Rome has fled before us twice, and routed* 
A truth we ought to crown the gods for, lady. 
And not our tongues. A truth is none of ours, 
Nor in our ends, more than the noble bearing : 
For then it leaves to be a virtue, lady, 
And we that have been victors, beat ourselves. 
When we insult upon our honour's subject. 

Bern. My valiant cousin, is it foul to say 
What liberty and honour bid us do. 
And what the gods allow us ? 30 

Oar, No, Bonduca, 
So what we say exceed not what we do. 
Ye call the Romans fearfal, fleeing Romans, 
And Roman girls, the loes of tainted pleasures : 
Does this become a doer ? are they such ? 

B(m, They are no more. 

Car, Where is your conquest then ? 
Why are your altars crown'd with wreaths of flowers, 
The beasts with gilt horns waiting for the fire ? 
The holy Druides composing songs 40 

Of everlasting life to Victory ? 
Why are these triumphs, lady ? for a may-game ? 
For hunting a poor herd of wretohed Romans ? 
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Is it no more ? shut up your temples, Britons, 

And let the husbandman redeem his heifers ; 

Put out our holy fires ; no timbrel ring ; 

Let 's home ana sleep ; for such great overthrows 

A candle bums too bright a sacrifice ; 

A glow-worm's tail too full of flame. Nennius, 

Thou hadst a noble uncle knew a Roman, 

And how to speak him, how to give him weight 

In both his fortunes. 

Bon, By the gods, I think 10 

Ye dote upon these Romans, Caratach. 
Car, W itness these wounds, I do ; they were £urly 

given. 
I love an enemy, I was bom a soldier ; 
And he that in the head of *8 troop defies me, 
Bending my manly body with his sword, 
I make a mistress. Yellow-tressed Hymen 
Ne'er tied a longing virgin with more joy. 
Than I am married to that man that wounds me : 
And are not all these Romans. Ten stmck battles 
I suck'd these honour'd scars from, and all Roman. 
Ten years of bitter nights and heavy marches, 21 
When many a frozen storm sung through my cuiraes, 
And made it doubtful whether that or I 
Were the more stubborn metal, have I wrought 

through, 
And all to try these Romans. Ten times a-night 
I have swum the rivers, when the stars of Rome 
Shot at me as I floated, and the billows 
Tumbled their wat'ry ruins on my shoulders. 
Charging my batter'd sides with troops of a^es ; 
And still to try these Romans, whom I found 80 
(And if I lie, my woxmds be henceforth backward. 
And be jou witness, gods, and all my dangers) 
As ready, and as fiill of that I brought 
(Which was not fear nor flight) as valiant. 
As vigilant, as wise, to do and sufler. 
Ever advanced as forward as the Britons ; 
Their sleeps as short, their hopes as high as ours, 
Aye, and as subtle, Lady. 'Tu9 dishonour, 
And, foUow'd, will bo impudence, Bonduca, 
And grow to no belief, to taint these Romans. 40 
Have I not seen the Britons — 

11. I 



. 1 
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£(m. What ? 

Car. Dishearten'd, 
Ron, nm, Bonduoa, not the quick rack swifter. 
The virgin from the hated ravisher 
Not half 80 fearful ; — not a flight drawn home, 
A round stone from a sling, a lover's wish, 
E'er made that haste that they have. Bj heavens, 
I have seen these Britons that you magmfy. 
Run as they would have out-run time, and roaring. 
Basely for mercy, roaring ; the light shadows, 10 
That in a thought scur o er the fields of com, 
Halted on crutches to them. 

Bon. O ye powers, 
What 8can(lals do I sufifer ! 

Car. Yes, Bonduca, 
I have seen thee run too, and thee, Nennius ; 
Yea, run apace, both ; then when Penius, 
The Roman girl, cut through your armed carts. 
And drove them headlong on ye down the hill : 
Then when he hunted ye like Britain-foxes, 20 

More by the scent than sight : then did I see 
These valiant and approved men of Britain, 
Like bodinff owls, creep into tods of ivy, 
And hoot their fears to one another nightly. 

Nen. And what did you then, Caratach ? 

Car. I fled too, 
But not so fast ; your jewel had been lost then, 
Young Hengo there ; he trashed me, Nennius : 
For when your fears out-run him, then stept I, 
And in the head of all the Roman fury 30 

Took him, and, with my tough belt to my back 
I buckled him ; behind him, my sure shield ; 
And then I follow'd. If I say I fought 
Five times in bringing off this bud of Britam, 
I lie not, Nennius. Neither had ye heard 
Me speak this, or ever seen the child more, 
But that the son of Virtue, Penius, 
Seeing me steer through all these storms of danger. 
My helm still in my hand (my sword), my prow 
Tum'd to my foe (mv face), he cried out nobly, 40 
** Go, Briton, bear thy lion's whelp oflf safely ; 
** Thy manly sword has ransom'd thee : grow strong, 
** And let me meet thee once again in arms : 
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** Then if thou stand'st, thou 'rt mine." I tooVhiB 

offer, 
And here I am to honour him. 
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THE FALSE ONE : A TRAGEDY. 

BT THE SAME. 

Ptolemy, King of Egypt, presevUs to Cjbsar the head of 
POMPBT. Cm&ar rebukes the Egyptians ftn" thevr 
treadierp and ingraiitude. 

Cjesab, Anthont, Dollabela, Scbya, Romans ; 
Ptolemy, Photinus, Achillas, Egyptians. 

Pho. Hail, conqueror, the head of all the world, 
Now this head 's on. 

Cm, Ha ! 

Pho, Do not shun me, Csesar. 
From kingly Ptolemy I bring this present. 
The crown and sweat of thy rharsalian labour, 
The goal and mark of high ambitious honour. 
Before, thy^ victory had no name, Ceesar ; 10 

Thy travail and thy loss of blood no recompense ; 
Thou dream'dst of being worthy, and of war. 
And all thy furious conflicts were but slumbers ; 
Here they take life, here they inherit honour, 
Grow fix'd, and shoot up everlasting triumphs. 
Take it, and look upon thy humble servant. 
With noble eyes look on the princely Ptolemy, 
That offers with this head, most mighty Gsesar, 
What thou would*st once have given for *t, all Egypt. 

Ach, Nor do not question it, most royal con- 
queror, 20 
Nor disesteem the benefit that meets thee, 
Because 'tis easUy got, it comes the safer. 
Yet, let me tell thee, most imperious Gsesar, 
Though he oppos'd no strength of swords to win this, 
Nor laboiu''d tnrough no showers of darts and lances. 
Yet here he found a fort that faced him strongly. 
An inward war. He was his grandsire's guest, 
Friend to his father, and when he was expell'd 
And beaten f^m this kingdom by strong hand, 
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And had none left him to restore his honour, 
No hope to find a friend in such a misery ; 
Then in stept Pompcy, took his feeble fortune, 
Strengthen'd and cherish'd it, and set it right again. 
This was a love to Csesar 1 

See, Give me hate, gods, 

Pho, This Cesar may account a little wicked ; 
But yet remember, if tblne own hands, conqueror. 
Had fall'n upon him, what it had been then ; 
If thine own sword had touch'd his throat, what that 
way ; 10 

He was thy son-in-law, there to be tainted 
Had been most terrible : let the worst be render*d, 
We have deserv'd for keeping thy hands innoc^t. 

Goes, O Sceva, Sceva, see that head ; see, captains. 
The head of godlike Pompey. 

See, He was basely ruin d, 
But let the gods be griev'd that suffer'd it. 
And be you Caesar. 

Cobs. O thou conqueror. 
Thou glory of the world once, now the pity, 20 

Thou awe of nations, wherefore didst thou fall thus ? 
What poor fate follow'd thee and pluck'd thee on 
To trust thy sacred life to an Egyptian ; 
The life and light of Rome to a blind stranger. 
That honourable war ne'er taught a nobleness. 
Nor worthy circumstance shew'd what a man was ; 
That never heard thy name sung but in banquets 
And loose lascivious pleasures ; to a boy. 
That had no faith to comprehend thy greatness. 
No study of thy life to know thy goodness : 80 

And leave thy nation, nay, thy noble friend, 
Leave him distrusted, that in tears falls with thee, 
In soft relenting tears ? Hear me, great Pompey, 
If thy great spirit can hear, I must task thee : 
Thou 'st most unnobly robb'd me of my victory, 
My love and mercy. 

ArU* how brave these tears shew 1 
How excellent is sorrow in an enemy ! 

Dol. Glory appears not greater than this goodness. 

Cces. Egyptians, dare you think your high 

pyramids, 40 

Built to out-dure the sun at 
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Wliere your unworthy kings lie rak'd in ashes, 
Ate monuments fit for him ? "No, brood of NUus, 
Nothing can cover his high fame, but heaven ; 
No pyramids set off his memories. 
But the eternal substance of his greatness : 
To which I leave him. Take the head away, 
And with the body give it noble burial. 
Your earth shall now be bless'd to hold a Roman, 
Whose braveries all the world's earth cannot balance. 
You look now, king, 10 

And you that have been agents in this glory, 
For our especial favour? 

Ptol, We desire it. 

CcB8, And doubtless you expect rewards ? — 
I forgive you all : that 's recompense. 
You are young and ignorant ; that pleads your 

pardon ; 
And fear, it may be, more than hate provok'd ye. 
Your ministers, I must think, wanted judgment. 
And so they err'd ; I am bountiful to think this, 19 
Believe me, most bountiful ; be you most thankful ; 
That bounty share amongst ye : if I knew 
What to send you for a present, king of £gypt, 
I mean, a heaa of equal reputation, 
And that you lov'd, though 't were your brightest 

sister's,* 
(But her you hate) I would not be behind ye. 

Ftol. Hear me, great Caesar ! 

CcBS. I have heard too much : 
And study not with smooth shows to invade 
My noble mind, as you have done my conquest. 
Ye are poor and open : I must tell ye roundly, 80 
That man that could not recompense the benefits. 
The great and bounteous services, of Pompey, 
Can never dote upon the name of Caesar. 
Though I had hated Pompey, and allow'd his ruin, 
I gave you no commission to perform it ; 
Hasty to please in blood are seldom trusty : 
And but I stand environed with my victories, 
My fortune never faUing to befriend me, 
My noble strengths and friends about my person, 
I durst not try ye, nor expect a courtesy, 40 

* Cleopatra. 
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Above the pious love you shew'd to Pompey. 
Tou 've found me merciful in arguing wiui you ; 
Swords, hangmen, fires, destructions of all nAtures, 
Demolishments of kingdoms, and whole ruins, 
Are wont to be my orators. Turn to tears, 
Tou wretched and poor seeds of sun-burnt Egypt : 
And now you 've found the nature of a conqueror, 
That you cannot decline with all ^our flattnies, 
That where the day ^ves liffht will be himself still ; 
Know how to meet his worth with human courtesies. 
Go, and embalm the bones of that great soldier ; 11 
Howl round about his pile, fling on your spices, 
Make a Sabsean bed, and place this Phoenix 
Where the hot sun may emulate his virtues. 
And draw another Pompey from his ashiBS 
Divinely great, and fix him 'mongst the worthies. 

Ptol We will do all. 

Cces. You 've robb'd him of those tears 
His kindred and his friends kept sacred for him, 
The virgins of their ftmeral lamentations ; 20 

And that kind earth that thought to cover him, 
His country's earth, will cry out 'gainst your cruelty, 
And weep unto the ocean for revenge. 
Till Nilus raise his seven heads and devour ye. 
My grief has stopped the rest : when Pompey lived, 
He used you nobly ; now he *s dead, use him so. 
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LOVE'S PILGRIMAGE : A COMEDY. 

BY THE SAME. 

Lbooadia leaves Iter FcUJter's hjcnue^ di»gv,ued in moiiCt 
apparel, to travel in search of Mark- ANTONIO, to 
wKom she m contracted, but has been deserted by him. 
When at lenath she meets with him, shejlnds, that by a 
precontract he is the Husba/nd of Thsdosia. In tkit 
extremity, Philippo, Brother to Thedosia, offers 
Leocadia marrioffe, 

Philippo. Leocadia. 



Fhi, Will you not hear me ? 
Leo, I have heard so much, 
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Will keep me deaf for ever. No, Mark-Antonio, 
After thy sentence I may hear no more, 
Thou hast pronounc'd me dead. 

Phi, Appeal to Reason ; 
She will reprieve you from the power of grief, 
Which rules hut in her ahsence ; hear me say 
A sovereign message from her, which in duty, 
And love to your own safety, you oufht hear. 
Why do yon strive so ? whitiier would you fly t 
You cannot wrest yourself away from care, 10 

You may from counsel ; you may shift your place, 
But not your person ; and another clime 
Makes you no other. 

Leo, Oh! 

Phi, For passion's sake, 
(Which I do serve, honour, and love in you) 
If you will sigh, sigh here ; if you would vary 
A sigh to tears, or out-cry, do it here. 
No luiade, no desert, darkness, nor the grave, 
Shall be more equal to your thoughts than I. 20 

Only but hear me speak. 

Leo, What would you say ? 

Phi, That which shall raise your heart, or pull 
down mine. 
Quiet your passion, or provoke mine own : 
We must have both one balsam, or one wound. 
For know, lov*d fair, 
I have read you through, 
And with a wond'ring pity look'd on you. 
I have observed the method of your blood, 
And waited on it even with sympathy 30 

Of a like red and paleness in mine own. 
I knew which blush was anger's, which was love's, 
Which was the eye of sorrow, which of truth, 
And could distinguish honour from disdain 
In every change : and you are worth my study. 
I saw your vomntaiy misery 
Sustain'd in travel ; a disguised maid. 
Wearied with seeking, and with finding lost ; 
Neglected, where you hoped most, or put by; 
I saw it, and have laid it to my heart ; 40 

And though it were my sister which was righted, 
Yet being by your wrong, I put off nature, 
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Could not be glad, where I most bound to triumph, 
My care for you so drown'd respect of her. 
Nor did I only apprehend your bonds, 
But studied youi- release : and for that day 
Have I made up a ransom, brought you health. 
Preservative 'gainst chance or injury, 
Please you apply it to the grief ; myself. 

Leo, Ah ! 

Phi, Nay, do not think me less than such % cure ; 
Antonio was not, and 'tis possible 10 

PhUippo may succeed. My blood and house 
Are as deep rooted, and as fairly spread, 
As Mark -Antonio's ; and in that all seek, 
Fortune hath giv'n him no precedency ; 
As for our thanks to Nature, I may bum 
Incense as much as he ; I ever durst 
Walk with Antonio by the self-same light 
At any feast, or triumph, and ne'er carod 
Which side my lady or her woman took 
In their survey ; I durst have told my tale too, 20 
Though his discourse new ended. 

Leo, My repulse 

Phi, Let not that torture you which makes me 
happy. 
Nor think that conscience, fair, which is no shame ; 
*Twaa no repulse, it was your dowry rather : 
For then methought a thousand graces met 
To make you lovely, and ten thousand stories 
Of constant virtue, which you then out-reach'd, 
In one example did proclami you rich : 
Nor do I think you wretched or disgraced 80 

After this suffering, and do therefore take 
Advantage of your need ; but rather know. 
You are the charge and business of those powers, 
Who, like best tutors, do inflict hard tasks 
Upon great natures, and of noblest hopes ; 
Read trivial lessons, and half-lines to slugs : 
They that live long, and never feel mischance, 
Spend more than half their age in ignorance, 

Leo, 'Tis well you think so. 40 

Phi, You shall think so too. 
You shall, sweet Leocadia, and do so. 

Leo, Good sir, no more ; you have too fair a 
shape 
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To play so foul a part m as the Tempter. 
Say that I could make peace with fortune ; who, 
Wno should absolve me of my vow yet ; ha f 
My contract made ? 

Phi, Your ocmtract f 

Leo, Tea, my contract. 
Am I not his ? his wife ? 

Phi, Sweet, nothing less. 

Leo, I have no name then. 

Phi, Truly then yon have not 10 

How can you be his wife, who was before 
Another's husband ? 

Leo, Oh ! though he dispense 
With his faith given, I cannot with mine. 

Phi, You do mistake, clear soul ; his precontract 
Doth annul yours, and you have giv'n no faith 
That ties you, in religion, or humanity : 
You rather sin against that greater precept, 
To covet what 's another's ; sweet, yon do : 
Believe me, who dare not urge dishonest things. 20 
Remove that scruple therefore, and but take 
Your dangers now into your judgment's scale. 
And weigh them with your safeties. Think but 

wmther 
Now you can go ; what you can do to live : 
How near you Ve barr'd all ports to your own 

succour, 
Except this one that I here open, love. 
Should you be left alone, you were a prey 
To the wild lust of any, who would look 
Upon this shape like a temptation, 
And think you want the man you personate ; 30 
Would not r^ard this shift, which love put on, 
As virtue fore d, but covet it like vice : 
So should you live the slander of each sex. 
And be the child of error and of shame ; 
And which is worse, even Mark- Antonio 
Would be caird just, to turn a wanderer off, 
And fame report you worthy his contempt : 
Where, if you make new choice, and settle here 
There is no further tumult in this flood. 
Each current keeps his course, and all suspicions 40 
Shall return honours. Came you forth a maid ? 
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60 home a wife. Alone, and in disguise ? 
Go home a waited Leocadia. 
Go home, and, by the virtue of that charm. 
Transform all mischiefs, as you are transform'd ; 
Tom your offended father's wrath to wonder, 
And all this loud grief to a silent welcome ; 
Unfold the riddles you have made. — ^What say yon ? 
Now is the time ; delay is but despair ; 
If you be changed, let a kiss tell me so. 
Leo, I am ; but how, I rather feel than know. 10 

[This is one of the most pleasing if not the most shiniiiff 
scenes in Fletcher. All is sweet, natural, and unf<ffce£ 
It is a copy which we may suppose Massinger to have 
profited by the studying.] 

ex. 

GREEN'S TU QUOQUE ; OE, THE CITY 
GALLANT : A COMEDY. 

BY JOSEPH COOKE. 

Men more niggardly of their love than women. 

Thrice happy days they were, and too soon gone, 

When as the heart was coupled with the tongue ; 

And no deceitful flattery, or guile 

Hung on the lover's tear-commixed smile. 

Could women learn but that imperiousness, 

By which men use to stint our happiness 

(When they have purchas'd us for to be theirs 

By customary sighs and forced tears) 

To give us bits of kindness, lest we £unt, 

But no abundance ; that we ever want, 20 

And still are begging : which too well they know 

Endears affection, and doth make it grow. 

Had we those sleights, how happy were we then 

Tliat we miffht glory over love-sick men ! 

But arts we Know not, nor have any skill 

To feign a sour look to a pleasing will ; 

Nor couch a secret love in show of hate : 

But, if we like, must be compassionate. * 

* This is so like Shakspeare, that one seems almost to remem- 
ber it as a speech of Desdemona's upon perceiviag an alteration 
in the behavloar of the Moor. 
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Adversity, 
How rathless men are to adversity ! 
My acquaintance scarce will know me ; when we meet 
Th^ cannot stay to talk, they mnst be gone ; 
And shake me by the hand as if I burnt tiiem. 

Prodiffolity. 

That which eilded over his imperfections 

Is wasted and consumed, even like ice, 

Which by the vehemence of heat dissolyes, 

And glides to many rivers ; so his wealth. 

That felt a prodigal hand, hot in expense. 

Melted witmn his gripe, and from his cofifers 10 

Ban like a violent stream to other men's. 



CXI. (o.) 
A WOMAN 'S A WEATHERCOCK : A COMEDY. 

BY NATHANIEL FIELD. 

False Mittress, 

SOUDM OBB alone ; having a letter in hit hand from 
BiLLAFSONT, assuring Mm ofherfaOh, 

Scud. If what I feel I could express in words, 
Methinks I could speak joy enough to men 
To banish sadness from all love for ever. 

thou that reconcilest the faults of all 
Thy fit>thy sex, and in thy single self 
Confines, nay, hast engrossed, virtue enough 
To frame a spacious world of virtuous women ! 
Hadst thou been the beginning of thy sex, 

1 think the devil in the serpent's skin 20 
Had wanted cunning to o'ercome thy goodness ; 
And all had lived and died in innocency. 

The whole creation — 
Who 's there ? — come in — 

Nemll, (entering). What up already, Scudmore ? 

JScud, Good morrow, my dear Nevill ? 

Nev. What 's this ? a letter ! sure it is not so— 

Scud, By heaVn, you must excuse me. Come, I 
know 



140 NATHANIEL FIELD. 

You will not wrong my friendship, and your manners. 
To tempt me so. 

Nev. Not for the world, my friend. 
Good morrow — 

ScucL Nay, Sir, neither must you 
Depart in anger from this friendly hand. 
I swear I love you better than all men, 
Equally with all virtue in the world : 
Yet this would be a key to lead you to 
A prize of that importance — 10 

Nev. "Worthy mend, 
I leave you not in anger, — what d* ye mean ? — 
Nor am I of that inquisitive nature frtimed. 
To thirst to know your private businesses. 
Why, they concern not me : if they be ill, 
And dangerous, 'twould grieve me much to know 

them ; 
If good, be they so ; though I know them not : 
Nor would I do your love so gross a wrong, 
To covet to participate affairs 

Of that near touch, which your assured love 20 

Doth not think fit, or dares not trust me with. 

Scud. How sweetly doth your friendship play 
with mine, 
And with a simple subtlety steals my heart 
Out of my bosom ! by the holiest love 
That ever made a story, you are a man 
"With all good so replete, that I durst trust you 
E'en with this secret, were it singly mine. 

Nev. I do believe you. Farewell, worthy friend. 

Scud. Nay, look you, this same fashion does not 
please me. 
You were not wont to make your visitation 30 

So short and careless. 

Nev. 'Tis your jealousy, 
That makes you think it so ; for, by my soul, 
You 've given me no distaste in keeping from me 
All things that might be burdensome, and oppress 

me. — 
In truth, I am invited to a wedding ; 
And the morn faster goes away from me. 
Than I toward it : and so good morrow — 

Scud. Good morrow. Sir. Think I durst show it 
you— 
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Neti, Now, by my life, I not desire it, 8ir, 
Nor ever loy'd these prying list'ning men, 
That ask of others 'states and passages : 
Not one among a hundred but proves false, 
Envious and sIand*rous, and wul cut that throat 
He twines his arms about. I love that poet. 
That gave us reading *' Not to seek ourselves 
Beyond ourselves." Farewell. 

Scud, You shall not go. 
I cannot now redeem the fault Tve made 10 

To such a Mend, but in disclosing aU. 

Nev, Now, if you love me, do not wrong me so ; 
I see you labour with some serious thing, 
And think, like fairies* treasure, to reveal it 
Will burst your breast, — *tis so delicious. 
And so much greater than the continent. 

Scud, O you have pierced my entrails with your 
words. 
And I must now explain all te your eyes. 

[Gives Mm the Letter. 
Bead : and be happy in my happiness. 

Nev, Yet think on 't ; keep thy secret and thy 
Mend 20 

Sure and entire. give not me the means 
To become false hereafter ; or thyself 
A probable reason to distrust thy Mend, 
Though he be ne'er so near. I will not see it. 

Scad. I die, by heav'n, if you deny again. 
I starve for counsel ; teke it, look upon it. 
If you do not, it is an equal plague 
As if it had been known and published. 
For Grod's sake, read ; but with this caution, — 
By this right hand, hj this yet imstain'd sword, 80 
Were you my father flowing in these waves, 
Or a dear son exhausted out of them, 
Should you betray the soul of all my hopes, 
like the two Bi-ethren (though Love made them 

Stars) 
We must be never more both seen again. 

Nco, I read it, fearless of the forfeiture :— 
Yet warn you, be as cautelous not te wound 
My integrity with doubt, on likelihoods 
From misreport, but first exquire the truth. [Beads, 
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Scud, She is the food, the sleep, the air I live by — 

Nev, (having read the Letter), heay*n, we speak 
like Gods, and do like dogs ! — 

Scud, What means my — 

Nev, This day this Bellafront, this rich heir 
Is married unto Count Frederick ; 
And that 's the Wedding I was going to. 

Scud, I prithee do not mock me ; — ^married ! — 

Nev, It IS no matter to be played withal ! 
But yet as true, as women all are &lse. 

Scud. that this stroke were thunder to my 
breast, 10 

For, Nevill, thou hast spoke my heart in twain ; 
And with the sudden whirlwina of thy breath 
Hast ravish'd me out of a temperate soil, 
And set me under the red burning zone. 

Nev, For shame, return thy blood into thy fiwse. 
Know'st not how slight a thing a Woman is ? 

Scud, Yes ; and now serious too. — 

SouDMOBB, afterward* foradken. 

Scud, Oh God ! 
What an eternal joy my heart has felt. 
Sitting at one of these same idle plays, 20 

When I have seen a Maid's Inconstancy 
Presented to the life : how glad my eyes 
Have stolen about me, fearing lest my looks 
Should tell the company contented there, 
I had a Mistress free of all such thoughts. 

He replies to his friend, who adjures him to live. 

Scud. The sun is stale to me ; to-morrow mom. 
As this, 'twill rise, I see no difference ; 
The night doth visit me but in one robe ; 
She brings as many thoughts, as she wears stars 
When she is pleasant, but no rest at all : 30 

For what new strange thing should I covet life then : 
Is she not false whom only I thought true ? 
Shall Time (to show his strength) make Scudmore 

live. 
Till (perish the vicious thought) I love not thee ; 
Or thou, dear friend, remove thy heart from me ! — 
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THE HOG HATH LOST HIS PEARL : 
A COMEDY. 

BT BOBEBT TAILOR. 

Carbaoub appoints hit friend Albbbt to meet him before 
the break of day at the home of the old LORD 
Wbaltht, whote daughter Maria hat contented to a 
stolen match teiih Cabbacus. — ^Albebt, arrivinff 
"before hit friend J it mittaken by "M. ASIA for CABRACns, 
and taJket advantage of the night to wrong hit friend, 

£ntei' Albbbt, toltu. 

Alb. This is the green, and this the chamber- 
window ; 
And see, the appointed light stands in the casement. 
The ladder of ropes set omerly. 
Yet he tiiat should ascend, slow in his haste, 
Is not as yet come hither. 
Were it any Mend that lives but Carracus, 
I 'd try the bliss which this fine time presents. 
Appoint to carry hence so rare an heir, 
And be so slack ! 'sfoot it doth move my patience. 
Would any man that is not void of sense 10- 

Not have watch'd night by night for such a prize ! 
Her beaul^ 's so attractive, that by Heaven 
My heart naif grants to do my Mend a wrong. 
Forego these thoughts, Albert, be not a slave 
To iSj afifection ; do not falsify 
Thy foith to him whose only friendship 's worth 
A world of women. He is such a one, 
Thou canst not live without his good, 
He is and was e*er as thine own heart's blood. 

[Mabia beckons him from the window, 
'Sfoot, see, she beckons me for Carracus. 20 

Shall my base purity cause me neglect 
This present happiness ! I will obtain it. 
Spite of my timorous conscience. I am in person, 
&bit and all, so like to Carracus, 
It may be acted and ne'er call'd in question. 

Mar, (calls). Hist ! Carracus, ascend : 
AU is as clear as in our hearts we wish'd. 
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[Albert ascends^ aiid being on the top of the ladder 
puts out the candle. 

Mar, love, why do you so ? 

Alb. I heard the steps of some coming this way. 
Did you not hear Albert pass by as yet ? 

Mar. Not any creature pass this way this hour. 

Alb. Then he intends just at the bi'eak of day 
To lend his trusty help to our departure. 

Mar. Come then, dear Carracus, thou now shalt 
rest 
Upon that bed where fancy oft hath thought thee ; 
which kindness until now I ne*er did ^rant thee, 
Nor would I now but that thy loyal faith 10 

I have so often tried ! even now, 
Seeing thee come to that most honour'd end, 
Through all the dangers which black nightpresents, 
For to convey me hence and marry me. \They go in. 

Enter Carracus, io his appointment. 
Car. How pleasing are the steps we lovers make, 
When in the paths of our content we pace. 
To meet our longings 1 what happiness it is 
For man to love ! but oh, what greater bliss 
To love and be belov'd I O what one virtue 
E'er reign'd in me, that I should be enrich'd 20 

With afl earth's good at once ? I have a friend, 
Selected by the heavens as a gift 
To make me happy wliilst I live on earth ; 
A man so rare of goodness, firm of faith, 
That earth's content must vanish in his death. 
Then for my love and mistress of my soul, 
A maid of rich endowments, beautified 
With all the virtues nature could bestow 
Upon mortality, who this happy night 
Will make me gainer of her heavenly self. 30 

And see, how suddenly I have attain'd 
To the abode of my desired wishes ! 
This is the green ; how dark the night appears I 
I cannot hear the tread of my true friend. 
Albert ! hist, Albert ! — he 's not come as yet. 
Nor is the appointed light set in the window. 
What if I call Maria ! it may be 
She feared to set a light, and only heark'neth 
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To hear my steps ; and yet I dare not call, 

Lest I betray myself, and that my voice, 

Thinking to enter in the ears of her, 

Be of some other heard : no, I will stay 

Until the coming of my dear Mend Albert 

But now think, Oarraous, what end will be 

Of this thou dost determine : thou art come 

Hither to rob a father of that wealth 

That solely lengthens his now drooping years, 

EQs virtuous daughter, and all (of that sex) left 10 

To make him happy in his aged days. 

The loss of her may cause him to despair, 

Transport his near-decaying sense to frenzy. 

Or to some such abhorred inconveniency 

Whereto frail a^ is subject. I do ill in this, 

And must not think but that a father's plaint 

Will move the heavens to pour forth misery 

Upon the head of disobediency. 

Yet reason tells us, parents are o'erseen, 

When with too strict a rei^ they do hold in 20 

Their child's affections, and control that love 

Which the high powers divine inspire them with ; 

When in their shallowest judgments they may ^ow, 

Affection crossed brings misery and woe. 

But whilst I run contemplating on this, 

I softly pace to my desired bliss. 

I *11 go into the next field, where my friend 

Told me tiie horses were in readiness. [ExU, 

Albert detcendingfi'om Mabia. 
Mar, But do not stay. What if you find not 

Albert! 
Alb, I '11 then return alone to fetch yon hence. 30 
Mar, If you should now deceive me, naving gain'd 

What you men seek for 

Alb, Sooner I '11 deceive 
My soul — and so I fear I have. [Aside, 

Mar, At your first call I will descend. 
Alb, Till when, this touch of lips be the true pledge 
Of Carracus' constant true devoted love. 

Mar, Be sure you stay not long ; farewelL 
I cannot lend an ear to hear you part. 

[Mabia jfoes ilk 

II. K 



•A, 
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Jib, Bat yon did lend a hand nnto my entranoeb 

[fie deaeendf. 

Alb, (aolua) How have I wrong'd my Mend, my 
faithful Mend ! 
Bobb*d him of what 's more preoiona than his blood, 
HiB earthly heayen, the unspotted honour 
Of his soul-joyinff mistress ! the Mdtion of whoae bed 
lyet am warm of ; whilst dear Garracus 
Wanders this cold night through the unshelt'ring field 
Seeking me, treach'rous man, yet no man neither, 
Though in an outward show of such appearance. 
But am a dey'l indeed, for so this deea 
Of wronged loye and Mendship rightly makes me. 10 
I may compare my Mend to one that 's sick. 
Who, lying on his death-bed, calls to him 
His dearest-thought Mend, and bids him go 
To some rare-gifted man that can restore 
EUs former health ; this his Mend sadly hears, 
And Yows with protestations to fidfil 
HiB wish'd desires with his best performance ; 
But then no sooner seeing that tne death 
Of his sick Mend would add to him some gain, 
GKmb not to seek a remedy to saye, 20 

But like a wretch hides him to dig his graye ; 
As I haye done for yirtuous Garracus. 
Yet, Albert, be not reasonless to indanger 
What thou may'st yet secure. Who can detect 
The crime of tny licentious appetite ? 
I hear one's pace ; 'tis surely Garracus. 

EjUer Gabracus. 

Car, Not find my Mend ! sure some malignant 
planet 
Rules o er this night, and enyying the content 
Which I in thougnt possess, aebars me thus 
Prom what is more than happy, the loy'd presence 30 
Of a dear friend and loye. 

Alb, "Tia wronged Garracus by Albert's baseness i 
1 haye nopower now to reyeal myself. 

Car, Tne horses stand at the appointed place, 
And night's dark coyerture makes nrm our safety. 
My Mend is surely fall'n into a slumber 
On some bank hereabouts ; I will call him. 
Friend, Albert 
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Alb, Whate'er you are that call, you know my 
name. 

C€ir, Aye, and thy heart dear Mend. 

[Mabia appears above. 

Mar. My Garracus, are you so soon retum'd ? 
I see, yon *11 keep your promise. 

Car. Who would not do so having passed it thee, 
Cannot be fram'd of aught but treachery. 
Fairest, descend, that by our hence departing 
We may make firm the bliss of our content. 

Mar, Is your friend Albert with you ? 

Alb. Yes, and your servant, honoured Lady. 10 

Mar. Hold me frx)m falling, Carracus. 

[She descends. 

Oar. Come fair Maria, the troubles of this night 
Are as fore-runners to ensuing pleasures. 
And, noble friend, although now Carracus 
Seems, in the gaining of tnis beauteous prize. 
To keep from you so much of his lov'd treasure. 
Which ought not to be mixed ; yet his heart 
Shall so far strive in your wish'a happiness, 
That if the loss and ruin of itself 
Can but avail your good — 20 

Alb. O friend, no more ; come, yon are slow in 
haste. 
Friendship ought never be discussed in words. 
Till all her de^ be finish'd. Who, looking in a book. 
And reads but some part of it only, cannot judge 
What praise the whole deserves, because his niowledge 
Is grounded but on part — as thine, friend, is. 
Ignorant of that black mischief I have done thee. 

[Aside, — Be&imt, 

Albert, c^fter the marriage of Cabbaoub, struct vnth 
remortefor the injury he has done to hisfriendy knocis 
at Carbaous's ctoor, but canauji staiimon resolution to 
tee Am, or to do more than inquire after his we^are. 

Alb, Conscience, thou horror unto wicked men, 
When wilt thou cease thy all-afflicting wrath, 
And set my soid fr«e from the labyrinth 80 

Of t)iy tormenting terror ? bat it fits not ! 
Sho^d I desire redress, or wish for comfcHrt, 
That have ocmimitted an act so inhuTnan, 
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Able to fin Shame's spadous chrookle I 
Who bat a damii'd one oonkl hare done Hka hib f 
Bobb'd my dear friend in a short nKmenf a tima 
Of his lore's hi^-priz'd gem of chastity : 
That which so many yean himself hatii staid Sat, 
How often hath he, as he lay in bed. 
Sweetly diwoors'd to me of nis Maria ! 
And with what pleasing passions did he snffiBr 
Lore's gentle war-siege : then he would rdato 
How he first came onto her Cur eyes' Tiew ; 10 

How long it was e'er she ooold brook aflfeetifln ; 
And then how constant she did still abide. 
I then at this would joy, as if mj bieast 
Had sympathised in eqnal happmess 
With my tme friend, bat now, when joy ahovild be^ 
Who bat a damn'd one woald haye d<me like me f 
He hath been married now at least a month ; 
In all which time I have not once behcJd him. 
This is his boose. 

1 11 call to know his health, bat will not see him ; 20 
My looks would then betray me, for, shoald he ask 
My caose of seeming sadness or the like, 
I ooold not bat reveal, and so poor on 
Worse onto ill, which breeds confiision. [He ktufdka, 

A Seryant opeiu. 
Alb. Is the master of the house within ? 
Serv, Yes, marry, is he, sir: would you speak 

with him? 
Alb. My business is not so troublesome : 
Is he in health with his late espoused wife ? 
Serv. Both are exceeding well, sir. 29 

Alb. I am truly glad on 't : farewell, good friend. 
Serv, I pray you, let's crave your name, sir; I 

may else nave anger. 
Alb. You may say, one Albert, riding by this way, 

only inquired their health. 
Serv. I will acquaint so much. [JBxU Servant. 

Alb. How like a poisonous doctor have I come 
To enquire their welfare, knowing that myself 
Have giv'n the potion of their ne er-recovery ; 
For which I will afflict myself with torture ever. 
And since the earth yields not a remedy 
Able to salve the sores my lust hath made, 
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I 'U now take farewell of society, 

And the abode of men, to entertain a life 

Fitting my fellowship in desert woods, 

Where beasts like me consort ; there may I Uye, 

Far off from wronging virmous Carraous. 

There *s no Maria, that shall satisfy 

MyhateMlust: the trees shall shelter 

Tnis wretched trunk of mine, upon whose barks 

I wiU engrave the story of my sm. 

And there this short breath of mortality 10 

I '11 finish up in that repentant state, 

Where not the aUurements of earth's vanities 

Can e'er o'ertake me : there 's no baits for lust, 

Ko Mend to ruin ; I shall then be free 

From practising the art of treachery. 

Thither then s^p, where such content abides. 

Where penitency not disturb'd may grieve, 

Where on each tree and springing plant I '11 carve 

This heavy motto of my misery, 

JFholnUadamn*do7uemddhwvedoneHkemef 20 
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THE UNNATUEAL COMBAT : A TRAGBDY. 

BT PHILIP MAB8IN0BB. 

Malefobt jenior. Admiral of Marseilles, jxhImmm hitjlrtt 
wife to make way for a tecond. This coming to the 
knowledge of his son, Malifobt/k»., he challenges 
his father to fight him. This wuuUurai combat itpt^' 
formed h^ore the Govemor and Court of Marseules, 
The spectators retiring to some distance, the father assd 
ton parley hrfore the fight commences. 

Malbpobt senior, Malxfovi junior. 

Mai. sen. Now we are alone, sir ; 
And thou hast liberty to unload the burden 
Which thou groan'st under. Speak thy grieft. 

Mai. jun. I shall, sir ; 
But in a perplexed form and method, which 
Yon only can interpret : would you had not 
A guilty Imowledge in your bosom of 
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The language which you force me to deliver, 

So I were nothing 1 As you are my father, 

I hend my knee, and uncompell'd profess 

My life and all that *8 mine to be your gift ; 

And that in a son's duty I stand bound 

To lay this head beneatn your feet, and run 

All desperate hazards for your ease and safety. 

But, tms oonfess'd on my part, I rise up, 

And not as with a father (all respect, 

Love, fear, and reverence, cast oif) but as 10 

A wicked man, I thus expostulate with you. 

Wh v have you done that which I dare not speak f 

Ami in the action changed the humble shape 

Of my obedience to rebellious race 

And insolent pride ? and with shut eyes conrtrain'd 

me 
To run my bark of honour on a shelf, 
I must not see, nor, if I saw it, shun it ? 
In my wrongs nature suffers, and looks backward, 
And mankind trembles to see me pursue 
What beasts would fly from. For when I advance 20 
This sword, as I must do, against your head. 
Piety will weep, and filial duty mourn, 
To see their altars, which you built up in me. 
In a moment raz'd and ruin*d. That you could 
(From mv griev'd soul I wish it) but produce. 
To qualify, not excuse, your deed of horror. 
One seeming reason, that I might fix here 
And move no further ! 

Mai. sen. Have I so far lost 
A father's power, that I must give account 30 

Of my actions to my son ? or must I plead 
As a fearful prisoner at the bar, while he 
That owes his bein^ to me sits as judge 
To censure that, which only by myself 
Ought to be question'd ? mountains sooner fall 
Beneath their valleys, and the lofty pine 
Pay homage to the bramble, or what else is 
Preposterous in nature, ere my tongue 
In one short syllable yields satisfaction 
To any doubt of thine ; nay, though it were 40 

A certainty, disdaining argument : 
Since, though my deeos wore hell's black livery. 



THK UNNATURAL OOKBAT. 151 

To thee they should appear triumphal robes, 
Set off with glorious honour : thou being bound 
To see with my eyes, and to hold that reason. 
That takes or birth or fashion from my wilL 

Mdl, jun. This sword divides that slayiah knot. 

McU, asn. It canno^ 
It cannot, wretch ; and if thou but remember 
From whom thou hadst this spirit, thou dar^st not 

hope it. 
Who trained thee up in arms, but I ? who taught 

thee 
Men were men only when they durst look down 10 
With scorn on death and danger, and contemn'd 
All opposition, till plum'd Victory 
Had made her constant stand upon their hehnets ! 
Under my shield thou hast fougnt as securely 
As the young eaglet, covered with the wings 
Of her fierce dam, learns how and where to parey. 
All that is manly in thee, I call mine ; 
But what is weak and womanish, thine own. 
And what I gave (since thou art proud, ungrateful. 
Presuming to contend with him, to whom 20 

Submission is due) I will take from thee. 
Look, therefore, for extremities, and expect not 
I will c<MTect thee as a son, but kill thee 
As a serpent swollen with poison ; who suryiying 
A little longer, with infectious breath, 
Would render all things near him, like itself, 
Contagious. 

MaL Jun, Thou incensed power, 
Awhile forbear thy thunder : let me haye 
Ko aid in my revenge, if from the grave 80 

My mother 

Mai, sen. Thou shalt never name her more. 

[They fight, and the 9on is daitu 

Mai, 9en, Die all my fears. 
And waking jealousies, which have so long^ 
Been my tOTmentors ! there 's now no suspicion : 
A fact, which I alone am conscious of, 
Can never be discover'd, or the cause 
That call'd this duel on ; I being above 
All perturbations ; nor is it in 
The power of fate, a^^ain to make is^e wrenched, 49 



15S PHILIP MAaBINOUU 

cxrv. 

A NEW WAY TO PAY OLD DEBTS: A 

COMEDY. 

BY THE SAMS. 

Oyibbbaoh (a cruel extortioner) treats about marrpimff 
hit daughter leith LOBD LovBLL. 

LOYSLL. OVXBBEAOH. 

Over, To my wish we are private. 
I come not to make offer with my daughter 
A certain portion ; that were poor and trivial : 
In one word I pronounce all that is mine, 
In lands or leases, ready coin or goods, 
With her, my lord, comes to you ; nor shall yoa htan 
One motive to induce you to believe 
I live too long, since every year I '11 add 
Something unto the heap, which shall be yours too. 

Lav. You are a right kind father. 10 

Over. You shall luive reason 
To think me such. How do you like this seat ! 
It is well-wood'd and well-water'd, the acres 
Fertile and rich : would it not serve for change. 
To entertain your Mends in a summer's progress ? 
What thinks my noble lord ? 

Lav, 'Tis a wholesome air. 
And well built, and she,* that is mistress of it. 
Worthy the large revenue. 

Over. She the mistress ? 20 

It may be so for a time : but let my lord 
Say only that he but like it, and would have it ; 
I say, ere long 'tis his. 

Zov. Impossible. 

Over. You do conclude too fast, not knowing me, 
Nor the en^es that I work by. 'Tis not alone 
The lady Allworth's lands : but point out any man's 
In all the shire, and say they lie convenient 
And usefrd for your loraship, and once more 
I say aloud, they are yours. 80 

Z<>v. I dare not own 

•The Lady AUworth. 
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What *8 by tn^jiist and cruel means extorted : 
My fgune and credit are more dear to me, 
Tnan so to expose 'em to be oensnr'd by 
The public voice. 

Over, Ton nm, my lord, no hazard : 
Your reputation shall stand as fair 
In all good men's opinions as now : 
Nor can my actions, though condenm'd for ill, 
Cast any foul aspersion upon yours. 
For though I do contemn report myself, 10 

As a mere sound, I still will be so tender 
Of what concerns you in all points of honour, 
That the immaculate whiteness of your hme. 
Nor your unquestioned integrity, 
Shall e'er be sullied with one tunt or spot 
That may take from your innocence and candour. 
All my ambition is to haye my daughter 
Bight honourable ; which my lord can make her : 
And might I liye to dance upon my knee 
A young lord Lovell, bom by her unto you, 20 

I write nil ultra to my proudest hopes. 
As for possessions and annual rents. 
Equivalent to maintein you in the port 
Your noble birth and present stete require, 
I do remove that burden frt>m your shoulders, 
And take it on mine own : for though I ruin 
The country to supply vour riotous waste, 
The scourge of prodigals, want, shall never find ^u. 
Lov. Are you not fritted with the imprecations 
And curses of whole fumlies made wretehed 80 
By your siniBter practices ? 
Over, Yes, as rocks are. 
When foamy billows split themselves against 
Their flinty ribs ; or as the moon is jnov'd 
When wolves, with hunger pined, howl at her bright* 

ness. 
I 'm of a solid temper, and, like these. 
Steer on a constant course : with mine own sword. 
If call'd into the field, I can make that ri^t» 
Which fearfid enemies murmur'd at as wrong. 
Now, for tiiose other piddling complainte, 40 

Breath'd out in bitterness ; as, when th^ call me 
Extortioner, tyrant^ cormorant, or intruder 
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On my poor neighbour's right, or gnnd endowr 
Of what was common, to my priyate use ; 
Kay, when my ears are pierc'd with widows' ories, 
And undone orphans wash with tears my threshold, 
I only think what 'tis to have my daughter 
Right honourable ; and 'tis a powerM ohinn, 
Makes me insensible of remorse or pity, 
Or the least sting of conscience. 

Lov, I admire 
The toughness of your nature. 10 

Over, 'Tis for you. 
If y lord, and for my daughter, I am marble. 



oxv. 
THE PARLIAMENT OF LOVE : A OOMEDT. 

BY THE SAME. 

CuntEMOND tdka an oath to wrform. hit mtOrest LwnrOBA^ 
pUaturt, She enjoine nim to kill hit hettfrieauL He 
invites MONTBO8E to thefM^ under pretence efwanl' 
inp him for a eeeond : then thews, that he wmui figjkt 
wUhhim, 

Cler, This is the place. 

Mont, An even piece of ground. 
Without advantage ; but be jocund, friend : 
The honour to have enter'd first the field, 
However we come off, is ours. 

Cler, I need not. 
So well I am acquainted with your valour, 
To dare, in a good cause, as much as man, 20 

Lend you encouragement ; and should I add. 
Your power to do, which Fortune, howe'er blind, 
Hath ever seconded, I cannot doubt 
But victory still sits upon your sword, 
And must not now forsake you. 

Mont, Yon shall see me 
Oome boldly up ; nor will I shame your cause, 
By parting witn an inch of ground not bou^t 
Witn blood on my part. 

Oler, 'Tis not to be question'd : ^0 
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That which I would entreat (and pray yon grant it), 
Is, that yon wonld forget your usual softness, 
Tour foe being at your mercy ; it hath be^ 
A cofltom in you, which I dare not praise. 
Having disann'd your enemy of his sword, 
To tempt your fate, by yielding it again ; 
Then run a second hazard. 

Mont, When we encounter 
A noble foe, we cannot be too noble. 

Ckr, That I confess ; but he that 's now to oppose 
you, 10 

I know for an arch villain ; one that hath lost 
All feeling of humanity, one that hates 
Goodness in others, 'cause he 's ill himself : 
A most ungrateful wretch (the name 's too ^^tle, 
All attributes of wickedness cannot reach lum), 
Of whom to have deserved, beyond example, 
Or precedent of friendship, is a wrong 
Which only death can satisfy. 

Mont, You describe 
A monster to me. 20 

Cler, True, Montrose, he is so. 
Africk, though fertile of strange prodigies, 
Kever produced his equal ; be wise, therefore. 
And if ne fidl into vour hands, dispatch him : 
Pity to him is cruelty. The sad father, 
That sees his son stung by a snake to death, 
May, with more justice, stay his vengeful hand. 
And let the worm escape, than vou vouchsafe him 
A minute to repent : for 'tis a slave 
So sold to hell and mischief, that a traitor 90 

To his most lawful prince, a church-robber, 
A parricide, who, when his gamers are 
Cramm'd with the purest grain, suffers his parents. 
Being old, and weak, to starve for want of oread, 
Compared to him are innocent. 

Mmt, I ne'er heard 
Of such a cursed nature ; if long-lived, 
He would infect mankind : rest you assured. 
He finds from me small courtesy. 

Cler, And expect M 

As little from him ; blood is that he thirsts Car, 
Not honourable wounds. 



156 PHILIP MASBiiraaB. 

Maui. I would I had him 
Within my sword's length 1 

Cler, Have thy wish : Thou hast ! 

[Glekbmond dratoB hU $word* 
Kay ! draw thy sword and suddenly : I am 
That monster, temple-robber, parricide, 
In^ratefdl wretch, mend-hater, or what else 
Makes up the perfect figure of the devil. 
Should he appear like man. Banish amasement. 
And call thy ablest spirits up to guard thee 
From him that *s tum'd a Fury. I am made 10 
Her minister, whose cruelty but named, 
Would with more horror stnke the pale-cheek'd stan, 
Thian all those dreadful words which coigurors use 
To fright their damn'd familiars. Look not on me 
As I am Cleremond ; I have parted with 
The essence that was his, and entertain'd 
The soul of some fierce tigress, or a wolfs 
New-hang'd for human sbughter, and 'tis fit : 
I could not else be an apt instrument 
To bloody Leonora. 20 

Mimt, To my knowledge 
I never wrong'd her. 

Cler, Tes, in beinff a friend 
To me, she hated my oest friend, her malice 
Would look no lower :— and for being such, 
By her commands, Montrose, I am to kiQ thee. 
Oh, that thou hadst, like others, been all words, 
And no performance ! or that thou hadst made 
Some little stop in thy career of kindness ! 
Why wouldst thou, to confirm the name of friend, 30 
Snatch at this fatal office of a second, [now, 

Which others fled from ? 'Tis in vain to mourn 

When there 's no help ! and therefore, good Montrose, 
Rouse thy most manly parts, and think thon stand'st 

now 
A champion for more than king or country ; 
Since, in thy fall, goodness itself must suffer. 
Remember too, the baseness of the wrong 
Offer'd to friendship ; let it edge thy sword. 
And kill compassion in thee ; and forget not 
I will take all advantages : and so, 40 

Without reply, have at thee. 

[Tkeifjight, Clebsmond/a;/^. 
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MofU, See, how weak 
An ill cause is ! you are already fallen : 
What can you look for now f 

Cfler, J^l, use thy fortune : 
And 80 he counsels thee, that, if we had 
Changed places, instantly would have cut thy throat. 
Or digg'a thy heart out 

Mont. In requital of 
That savage purpose, I must pity you : 
Witness these tears, not tears of joy for conquest, 10 
But of true sorrow for your misery. 
Live, live, Cleremond, and, like a man, 
Make use of reason, as an exorcist 
To cast this devil out, that does abuse you 
This fiend of fiEdse affection. 



cxvi. 
THE PICTURE : A TRAGI-COMEDY 

BY THE SAME. 

Matthias, a knight of Bohemia, going to ike toon; in 
parting toith hit w\fe, ^lews ner suibrtantial reofona 
why kt ihouJld go, 

Matthias. Sophia. 

Mat, Since we must part, Sophia, to pass further 
Is not alone impertinent, but dan^rous. 
We are not distant from the Turkish camp 
Above five leagues, and who knows but some party 
Of his Timariots, that scour the country, 20 

May fisJl upon us ? Be now, as thy name 
IVuly interpreted * hath ever spoke thee 
Wise and discreet ; and to thy understanding 
Marry thy constant patience. 

Soph, Tou put me, sir. 
To the utmost trial of it. 

M<U, Nay, no melting : 
Since the necessity, that now separates us, 
We have long since disputed ; and the reasons, 
Forcing me to it, too often wash'd in tears. 30 

* Sophia; wisdom* 
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I grant that you in birth were far above me, 

And great men my superiors rivals for you ; 

But mutual consent of heart, as hands 

Join'd by true love, hath made us one and equal : 

Nor is it in me mere desire of fame. 

Or to be cried up by the public voice 

For a brave soldier, that puts on my armour ; 

Such airy tumours take not me : you know 

How narrow our demesnes are ; and what 's more. 

Having as yet no charge of children on us, 10 

We hardly can subsist. 

Soph, In you alone, sir, 
I have all abundance. 

Mat, For my mind's content. 
In your own language I could answer you. 
Ton have been an obedient wife, a right one ; 
And to my power, though short of your desert, 
I have been ever an indulgent husband. 
We 've lon^ enjoy'd the sweets of love, and though 
Not to satiety or loathing, yet 20 

We must not live such dotiuxls on our pleasures, 
As still to hug them to the certain loss 
Of profit and preferment. Competent means 
Mamtains a quiet bed, want breeds dissension 
Even in good women. 

Soph, Have you found in me, sir. 
Any distaste or sign of discontent. 
For want of what 's superfluous ? 

Mat. No, Sophia ; 
Nor shalt thou ever have cause to repent 80 

Thy constant course in goodness, if heaven bless 
My honest undertakings. "lis for thee 
That I turn soldier, and put forth, dearest. 
Upon this sea of action as a factor, 
To trade for rich materials to adorn 
Thy noble parts, and shew 'em in full lustre. 
I blush that other ladies, less in beauty 
And outward form, but, in the harmony 
Of the soul's ravishing music, the same age 89 

Not to be named with thee, should so outshine thee 
In jewels and variety of wardrobes ; 
While you, to whose sweet innocence both Indies 
Compar'd are of no value,> wanting these. 
Pass unregarded. 
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Scph, If I am 80 rich, 
Or in ^onr opinion so, why should you borrow 
Additions for me ? 

Mat, Why, I should be censur'd 
Of ignorance, possessing such a jewel, 
Above all price, if I forbear to give it 
The best of ornaments. Therefore, Sophia, 
In few words know my pleasure, and obey me, 
As you have ever done. To your discretion 
I leave the government of my family, 10 

And our poor fortunes, and nrom these command 
Obedience to you as to myself : 
To th' utmost of what 's mine, live plentifully : 
And, ere the remnant of our store be spent. 
With my good sword I hope I shall reap for you 
A harvest in such full abimdance, as 
Shall make a merry winter. 

Soph. Since you are not 
To be diverted, sir, from what you purpose, 
All arguments to stay you here are useless. 20 

Go when you please, sir. Eyes, I charge you, waste 

not 
One drop of sorrow ; look you hoard all up, 
Till in my widow'd bed I call upon you : 
But then be sure you fail not. You blest angels, 
Guardians of human life, I at this instant 
Forbecur t' invoke you at our parting ; 'twere 
To personate devotion. My soul 
Shall go along with you ; and when you are 
Circled with death and horror, seek and find you ; 
And then I will not leave a saint unsued to 30 

For your protection. To tell you what 
I will do m your absence, would shew poorly ; 
My actions shall speak me. 'Twere to doubt yon, 
To beg I may hear from you where you are ; 
Ton cannot live obscure : nor shall one post, 
By night or day, pass unexamin'd by me. 
Ii I dwell long upon your lips, oonsider 
After this feast the griping fast that follows ; 
And it will be excusable ; pray, turn from me : 
All that I can is spoken. 40 



[The good sense, national fondness, and chastised 
feeling, of this dialogue, make it morp valuable than 
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Gxm. 
THE CITY MADAM : A OOMEDY. 



jAJEM,fr(miaataUqfi$idigmeea»ddependemotu9midml^ 
nuted uUa immm$e aflmmee hg a deed qfgifl if dk 
etUUet qfkis hralkar SiB JOHB Fruoal, a merAnA^ 
rttirti from ike world. He emtertf from takkig a 
iwrvey qf hU ntw rieku, 

Luke. TwBs no fimtastic object bat a tnith, 
A real truth, no dream. I did not slumber ; 
And could wake ever with a brooding ^e 
To gaze upon 't ! it did endure the toucm, 
I saw, and felt it. Yet what I beheld 
And handled oft, did so transcend belief^ 
(My wonder and astonishment pass'd o'er) 
I faintly could ^ye credit to my senses. 
Thou dumb magician, that without a charm \TotheKey 
Didit make my entrance eae^, to possess lo 

What wise men wish and toil for. Hermes* moly ; 
Sybilla's golden bough ; the ^reat elixir, 
Imagined only by the alchymist ; 
Compared with thee, are shadows, — ^thou the substance 
And guardian of felicity. No marvel. 
My brother made thy place of rest his bosom, 
Thou being the keeper of his heart, a mistress 
To be hugff'd ever. In by-comers of 
This sacred room, silver, m bags heap'd up. 
Like billets saw'd and ready for the fire, 20 
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Unworthy to hold fellowship with bright ffold, 
That flowd about the room, concealed itself. 
There needs no artificial light ; the splendour 
Makes a perpetual day there, night and darkness 
By that still-bnming lamp for oyer banish'd. 
But when, guided by that, my eyes had made 
Discoyery of the caskets, and they open'd, 
Each sparkling diamond, from itself, shot forth 
A pyramid of flames, and in the roof, 
Fix'd it a clorious star, and made the place 10 

Heayen's abstract, or epitome : rubies, sapphires. 
And ropes of orient pearl, these seen, 1 could not 
But look on gold with contempt. And yet I found, 
What weak credulity could haye no faith in, 
A treasure far exceeding these. Here lay 
A manor bound fastin a skin of parchment ; 
The wax continuing hard, the acres melting. 
Here a sure deed of gift for a market town, 
If not redeem'd this day, which is not in 
Hie unthrift's power, u^ere being scarce one shire 20 
In Wales or England, where my monies are not 
Lent out at usury, the certain nook 
To draw in more. 

The extravagance of the City Madams aping court 
fashions reprehended. 
LUKB, havirui come into the possession of his brother Snt 
John Fbuqal's estates. Lady, wife to Snt John 
Fbuqal, and two daiLghterSf in homely attire, 

Luke. Saye you, sister 1 
I now dare style you so. You were before 
Too glorious to be look'd on : now you appear 
Like a city matron, and my pretty nieces 
Such things [ape 

As they were bom and bred there. Why should you 
The fashions of court ladies, whose high titles 30 
And pedigrees of long descent giye warrant 
For their superfluous brayery ? 'twas monstrous. 
Till now you ne'er look'd loyely. 

Lady. Is this spoken 
In scorn? 

Luke. Fie, no ; with judgment. I make good 
My promise, and now shew you like yourselyes. 
In your own natural shapes. 
II. L 
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Lady, We acknowledge 
"We have deserv'd ill from you,* yet despair not, 
Thongh we 're at your disposure, you '11 Tnijinf-ftin ns 
Like your brother's wife and daughters. 

Luke, 'Tis my purpose. 

Lady, And not make us ridiculous. 

Luke, Admir'd rather. 
As fair examples for our proud city dames 
And their proud brood to imitate. Hear gently, 
And in a gentle phrase I '11 reprehend 10 

Your late disguised deformity. 
Your father was 

An honest country farmer, Goodman Humble, 
By his neighbours ne'er call'd Master. Did your 

pride 
Descend from him ! but let that pass. Your fortune,. 
Or rather your husband's industry, advanc'd you 
To the rank of merchant's wife. He made a knight. 
And your sweet mistress-ship ladyfi'd, you wore 
Satin on solemn days, a cham of gold, 
A yelvet hood, rich borders, and sometimes 20 

A dainty miniyer cap, a silver pin 
Headed with a pearl worth threepence ; and thus far 
You were privileg'd, and no man envied it : ^ 
It beins for the city's honour that 
There snould be a distinction between 

The wife of a patrician and a plebeian. 

But when the neight 

And dignity of London's blessings grew 

Oontemptible, and the name lady mayoress 

Became a by-word, and you scom'd the means 30 

By which you were rais'd (my brother's fond in- 

dul^nce 
Giving tne reins to *t) and no object pleas'd you 
But the glitt'ring pomp and bravery of the court ; 
What a strange, nay monstrous, metamorphosis- 

followed ! 
No English workman then could please your fancy ; 
The French and Tuscan dress, your whole discourse ;. 
This bawd to prodigality entertain'd 
To buzz into your ears, what shape this countess 

* In his dependent state they had treated him yery craelly. 
They are now dependent on him. 
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Appeared in, the last masque ; and how it drew 
Tne young lord's eyes upon her : and this usher 
Suoci^ed in the eldest 'prentice place, 
To walk before you. Then, as I said, 
(The reverend hood cast off) your borrow'd hair, 
Powder'd and curl'd, was by your dresser's art 
Form'd like a coronet, hanfir'd with diamonds, 
And the richest orient pearl : your carcanets, 
That did adorn your neck, of equal value ; 9 

Tour Hungerland bands, and Spanish quellio ruffs : 
Great lords and ladies feasted, to survey 
J!mbroider'd petticoats ; and sickness ^ign'd, 
That your nigh trails of forty pounds a-piece 
Might be seen with envy of the visitants : 
Ricn pantofles in ostentation shewn, 
And roses worth a family. You were serv'd in plate ; 
Stirr'd not a foot without a coach ; and going 
To church, not for devotion, but to shew 19 

Your pomp, you were tickled when the beggars cried 
Heaven save your honour I This idolatry 
Paid to a painted room. And, when you lay 
In childbea, at the christening of this minx, 
I well remember it, as you had been 
An absolute princess, smoe they have no more, 
Three several chambers hung : the first with arras, 
And that for waiters ; the second, crimson satin. 
For the meaner sort , of guests ; the third of scarlet 
•Of the rich TVrian dye : a canojpy 
To cover the brat's cradle ; you in state, 30 

Like Pompey's Julia. 

Lady, No more, I pray you. 

Ltike, Of this, be sure, you shall not. I '11 cut off 
Whatever is exorbitant in you. 
Or in your daughters ; and reduce you to 
Your natural forms and habits : not in revenge 
Of your base usage of me : but to fright 
Others by your example. 



[This bitter satire against the city women for aphig 
the fashions of the court ladies must have been 
peculiarly gratifjring to the females of the Herbert 
family and the rest of Maasinger's noble patrons and 
patronesses.] 
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CJXVIII. 

A VERY WOMAN ; or, THE PRINCE OP 
TARENT : A TRAGI-COMEDY. 

BY THE 8AMB. 

Dov John Aittokio, Prince of Tarent, in the disguige qf 
a dove, reoountt to the Ladt Almtra, she not knovh 
ing him in that di^uisef the tiory qf hit cwnpastion 
for hetf €Lnd of the unworthy treatmeiU which hefownd 
from, her, 

John,, Not fieur fix>m where my father lives, a 
lady, 
A neighbour by, blessed with as great a beauty 
As Nature durst bestow without undoing, 
Dwelt, and most happily, as I thought men. 
And bless'd the house a thousand times she dwelt in. 
This beauty, in the blossom of my youth. 
When my first fire knew no adulterate incense, 
Nor I no way to flatter but my fondness. 
In all the bravery my friends could show me. 
In all the fiuth my innocence could give me, 10 

In the best language my true tongue could tell me. 
And all the broken sighs my sick neart lent me, 
I sued and serv'd. I^ng did I love this lady. 
Long was my travail, long my trade to win ner ; 
With all the duty of my soul I serv'd her. 

Aim, How feelingly he speaks ! And she loved 
you too? 
It must be so. 

John, I would it had, dear lady. 
This story had been needless ; and this place, 
I think, unknown to me. 20 

Aim, Were your bloods equal ? 

John, Yes ; and, I thought, our hearts too. 

Aim, Then she must love. 

John, She did ; but never me : she could not 
love me ; 
She would not love ; she hated ; more, she scom'd 

me: 
And in so poor and base a way abused me, 
For all my services, for all my bounties, 
So bold neglects flung on me 
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Aim, An ill woman ! 
Belike you found some riy&I in your love then ? 

[Aside, 

John, How perfectly she points me to my story t 
Madam, I did ; and one whose pride and anger, 
ni manners, and worse mien, she doted on ; 
Doted to my undoing and my ruin. 
And, but for honour to your sacred beautjr, 
And reverence to the noble sex, though she fall, 
(As she must fall, that durst be so unnoble) 
I should say something unbeseeming me. 10 

What out of love, and worthy love, I gave her, 
(Shame to her most unworthy mind) to fools. 
To eirls, and fiddlers, to herooys she flung. 
And in disdain of me. 
Last, to blot me 

From all rememb'rance, what 1 have been to her. 
And how, how honestly, how nobly serv'd her, 
Twas thought she set her gallant to dispatch me. 
Tis true, he quarrell'd, without place, or reason ; ■ 
We foueht, I kill'd him ; heaven's strong hand was 
witn me ; 20 

For which I lost my country, friends, acquaintance. 
And put myself to sea, where a pirate took me. 
And sold me here. 



CXDC. 

THE VIRGIN MARTYR : A TRAGEDY. 

BY PHILIP MAS8INOEB AKD THOICAS DECKSB. 

Anoelo, an angel, attends Dobothba oj a page. 
Anoblo. Dobothba. The time, midnight. 

Dor, "My book and taper. 

Aug, E^re, most holy mistress. 

Dor. Thy voice sends forth such music, that I never 
Was ravish'a with a more celestial sound. 
Were every servant in the world like thee. 
So fall of goodness, angels would come down 
To dwell with us : thy name is Angelo, 80 



r*' 
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And like that name thou art. Get thee to rest ; 
Thy yonth with too much watching is opprest. 

-iwjr. No, my dear lady. I could weary stars, 
And toroe the wakefiQ moon to lose her eyes. 
By my late watching, but to wait on you. 
When at your prayers you kneel before the altar, 
Methinks I 'm singing with some quire in heaven. 
So blest I hold me in your company. 
Therefore, my most lov'd mistress, do not bid 
Your boy, so serviceable, to get hence ; 10 

For then you break his heart. 

/>or. fie nigh me still, then. 
In ^Iden letters down I '11 set that day, 
Which gave thee to me. Little did I hope 
To meet such worlds of comfort in thyself, 
This little, pretty body, when I coming 
Forth of the Temple, heard mv beggar-boy. 
My 8weet-fac*d, godly beggar-boy, crave an alms, 
Wnioh with elad hand I gave, with lucky hand ; 19 
And when I rook thee home, my most chaste bosom 
Methouffht was fill'd with no hot wanton fire, 
But with a holy flame, mounting since higher. 
On wings of cherubims, than it did before. 

Ang, Proud am I that my lady's modest eye 
So likes so poor a servant. 

Dor, I nave offer'd 
Handfuls of gold but to behold thy parents. 
I would leave kingdoms, were I queen of some, 
To dwell with thy good father ; for, the son 
Bewitching me so deeply with his pesence, 30 

He that b^t him must do *t ten times more. 
I pray thee, my sweet boy, shew me thy parents ; 
Be not ashamed. 

Ang. I am not : I did never 
Know who my mother was ; but, by yon palace, 
IllVd with bright heav'nly courtiers, 1 dare assure you 
And pawn these eyes upon it, and this hand, 
My father is in heav'n ; and, pretty mistress. 
If your illustrious hour-glass spend his sand 
No worse, than yet it doth, upon my life, 40 

You and I both shall meet my father there. 
And he shall bid you welcome. 

Dor. A bless'd day ! 
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[This scene has beauties of so very hiffh an order that, 
with all my respect for Massinger, I do not think h« 
liad poetical enthusiasm capable of furnishing them* 
His associate Decker, who wrote Old Fortunanis, had 
poetry enough for anything. The very imjpuritiM 
which obtrude themselves among the sweet pieties o| 
this play (like Satan among the Sons of Heaven) and 
which the brief scope of my plan fortunately enables 
me to leave out, have a strength of contrast, a radness, 
and a glow in them, which are above Massinger. They 
set off the religion of the rest, somehow as Oaliban 
serves to shew Miranda.] 



oxx. 
THE FATAL DOWKY : A TRAGEDY. 

BT PHILIP MASSINOEB AND NATHANIEL FIELD. 

The Marshal of Burgundy dies in pruon cU Difonfor 
debts contracted hy him for the service of the slate in 
the wars. His dead body is arrested <md denied burial 
by his creditors.^ His son. young Chabalois, gimi 
up hi.mself to prison to reaeem his father^ a body, thai 
it may have honowrdble burial. He has leave from 
his prison doors to view the ceremony of the funeral^ 
but to go no farther. 

Enter three gentlemen, Pontalixil Malotin, ound 
Beaumont, as ipecUUors qftht funeral, 

MaZ, 'Tis stranse. 

Beawm. Methinks so. 

Pont, In a man but young. 
Yet old in judgment ; theoric and practic 
In all humanity ; and, to increase the wonder, 
Religious, yet a soldier ; — that be should 
Yield his free-living youth a captive, for 
The freedom of his aged father's corpse ; 
And rather choose to want life's necessaries. 
Liberty, hope of fortune, than it should 10 

In death be kept from Christian ceremony. 

Mai, Come, 'tis a golden precedent in a son, 
To let strong nature lulve the better band, 
In such a case, of all affected reason. 
What years sit on this Chaialois ? 
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Beawm. Twenty-eij^ht. 
For slnoe the clock didstrike him seventeen old, 
Under his father's wins this son hath fought, 
Senr'd and commanded, and so aptly both, 
That sometimes he appeared his father's father, 
And never less than nis son ; the old man's virtues 
So recent in him, as the world may swear 
Nouffht but a fair tree could such fair firnit bear. 

3M, This morning is the fimeral ? 

P<mt, Certainly, 10 

And from this prison, — 'twas the son's request. 

[Chabalois appears ai the door qfthepriwiu 
That his dear father might interment have, 
See, the young son enter'd a lively grave ! 

Bewmn,, They come. Observe their order. 

Tkt fumeral procession enters. Captains and soldiers^ 
mourners, Bomont, friend to the deceaaed. Three 
Creditors are among the spectators. Cha&aloib 
speaks. 

Char, How like a silent stream shaded with 
night, 
And gliding softly with our windy sighs. 
Moves the whole frume of this solenmity ! 
Tears, sighs, and blacks, filling the simile ; 
Whilst I, the only murmur in this grove 
Of death, thus hollowly break forth !— Vouchsafe 20 
To stay awhile. Rest, rest in peace, dear earth ! 
Thou that brought'st rest to their unthankful lives, 
Whose cruelty denied thee rest in death ! 
Here stands thy poor executor, thy son. 
That makes his life prisoner to bail thy death ; 
Who gladlier puts on this captivity. 
Than virgins, long in love, their wedding weeds. 
Of all that ever thou hast done good to, 
These only have food memories ; for they 
Remember best, forget not gratitude. 30 

I thank you for this last and friendly love. 
And though this country, like a viperous mother, 
Not only hath eat up ungratefully 
All means of thee, her son, but last thyself. 
Leaving thy heir so bare and indigent, 
He cannot raise thee a poor monument. 
Such as a flatterer or an usurer hath ; 
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Thy worth in every honest breast builds one, 
MaJring their friendly hearts thy funeral stone. 

PwU. Sirl 

Char. Peace t peace ! This scene is wholly mine— > 
What! weep ye, soldiers I — ^blanch not. — Bomont 

weeps! — 
Ha ! let me see ! my miracle is eas'd ; 
The gaolers and the creditors do weep ; 
E'en they that make us weep, do weep themselTBS. 
Be these thy body's balm : these, and thy yirtue, — 
Keep thy &me ever odoriferous, 10 ' 

most the great, proud, rich, undeserving man. 
Alive, stinfcs in his vices, and, being vanish'd, 
T^e golden calf that was an idol, deck'd 
With marble pillars, jet and porphyry. 
Shall quickly ooth in bone and name consume, 
Tho' wrapt in lead, spice, cerecloth, and perfiime. 

Chreditar. Sir ! 

Char. What ! — away, for shame, — ^you, pro&ne 
rogues. 
Must not be mingled with these holy relics : 
This is a sacrifice — our show'r shall crown 20 

His sepulchre with olive, myrrh, and bays, 
T^e plants of peace, of sorrow, victory : 
Tour tears would spring but weeds. . . . 

Bom. Look, look, you slaves 1 your thankleM- 
cruelty, 
And savage manners of unkind Duon, 
Exhaust these floods, and not his nther's death. . . t 

Priea, On. 

C?iar, One moment more. 
But to bestow a few poor l^^ades. 
All I have left in my dead Mher's rights, 80 

And I have done. Captain, wear thou these spurs, 
That yet ne'er made his horse run from a foe. 
lieutenant, thou this scarf ; and may it tie 
Thy valour and thy honesty together. 
For so it did in him. Ensign, this cuirass, 
Tour genend's necklace once. Ton, gentle bearers. 
Divide this purse of gold : this other strew 
Among the poor, 'lis all I have. Bomont, 
Wear thou this medal of himself, that like 
A hearty oak, greVst close to this tall pine, 40 
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E'en in the wildest wilderness of war, 
Whereon foes broke their swords, and tir'd them- 
selves ; 
Wounded and hack'd ye were, but never fell'd. 
For me, my portion provide in heaven ! 
My root is earth'd, and I, a desolate branch, 
Left scatter'd in the highway of the world. 
Trod under foot, that might have been a column 
Mainly supporting our demolish'd house. 
This * would I wear as my inheritance, — 
And what hope can arise to me from it, 10 

When I and it are both here prisoners f 
Only may this, if ever we be free. 
Keep or redeem me from all infamy. 

Jailor, You must no farther. — 
The prison limits you, and the creditors 
Exact the strictness. — 



cxxi. 
THE OLD LAW : A COMEDY. 

BT PHILIP MAS8INOEB, THOMAS MIDDLETON, 
AKD WILLIAM ROWLEY. 

'7%d D(7KB OF Efirb ewicU a law, that all men who have 
rea/ihed the age of f<mrsooTe, shall he ptU to deaih, 
as being adjudgea useless to the commonwealth, 
SiMONiDES, the badf and Cleanthes, the good son, 
are differently affected hy the promulgation of the 
edict, 

Sim, Cleanthes ! 
Oh, lad, here 's a spring for young plants to flourish 1 
Tlie old trees must down, kept the sun from us. 
We shall rise now, boy. 20 

Cle, Whither, sir, 1 pray ? 
To the bleak air of storms, among those trees 
Which we had shelter from ? 

Sim, Yes, from our growth, 
Our sap and livelihood, and from our fruit. 
What 1 'tis not jubilee with thee yet, I think ; 
Thou look'st so sad on *t. How old is thy father ? 

* His father's sword. 
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CU, Jubilee ! no, indeed ; 'tis a bad year with me. 

Sim, Prithee, how old 's thy father ? then I can 
tell thee. 

Cle, I know not how to answer yon, Simonidefi.. 
He is too old, being now expos'd 
Unto the rigour of a cruel edict ; 
And yet not old enough by many years, 
'Cause I 'd not see him go an hour before me. 

Sim. These yery passions I speak to my father. 

« « • « • 

Cle, Why, here 's a villain, 
Able to corrupt a thousand by example. 10 

Ddes the kind root bleed out his liyelihood 
In parent distribution to his branches, 
Adorning them with all his glorious firuits. 
Proud that his pride is seen when he 's unseen. 
And must not gratitude descend again. 
To comfort his old limbs in fruitless winter % 

GULASTSE&y to aave his old fcOher, Lbohidss, /roM ihs- 
operation of the law, gives out that he is asadf edi^ 
moling a pretended fwneralf to make it believed, 

DuKB. COUBTIEBS. Clbanthss, osfollcwinff hii 
father*s body to the grave, 

Duh$, Gleanthes t 

Oowrt, 'Tis, my lord, and in the plaoe 
Of a chief mourner too, but strangely habited. 

Duke, Yet suitable to his behayiour, mark it ; 20 
He comes all the way smiling, do you obserye it f 
I neyer saw a corse so joyfully follow'd : 
Iji|(ht colours and light cheeks ! who should this be t 
'Tis a thing worth resolving. —Oleanthes — 

Cle, my lord ! 

Duhe, He laugh'd outright now. 
Was ever such a contrariety seen 
In natural courses yet, na^, profess'd openly ? 

Cle. 'Tis, of a heavy tmie, the joyfml'st day 
That ever son was bom to. 80 

Duke, How can that be t 

Cle, I joy — to make it plain — ^my father '• dsadr 

Duke, Dead! 

CowrU- Old Leonides ! 



t. 
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Cle, In his last month dead. 
He beguil'd cmel law the sweetliest 
That ever age was blest to. — 
It grieves me that a tear should fall upon 't, 
Bemg a thing so joyful, but his memory 
Will work it out, I see : when his poor heart 
Broke, I did not so much, but leaped for joy 
So mountingly, I touched the stars, methought. 
I would not hear of blacks, I was so light, 
But chose a colour orient, like my mind : 10 

For blacks are often such dissembling mourners. 
There is no credit giv'n to 't ; it has lost 
All reputation by false sons and widows. 
Now I would haye men know what I resemble. 
A truth, indeed ; 'tis joy clad like a joy, 
Which is more honest tnan a cunning grief. 
That 's only fac'd with sables for a show. 
But gawdy-hearted. When I saw death come 
So r^y to deceive you, sir, forgive me, 
I^could not choose but be entirely merry ; 20 

And jtt too, see now, of a sudden, 
Nammg but death, I shew myself a mortal, 
That 's never constant to one passion long ; 
I wonder whence that tear came, when I smil'd 
In the production on 't : Sorrow 's a thief. 
That can, when joy looks on, steal forth a grief. 
But, gracious leave, my lord ; when I've perform'd 
My last poor duty to my father's bones, 
I shall return your servant. 

Duke, Well, perform it, 30 

The law is satisfied : they can but die. 

Clianthbs eonceaU Lbonidbs in a secret apartmerU tcith- 
in a wood, where himMlf, and his wife Heppolita, 
hee^ watch for the safety of the old man. This coming 
to the Duke's inowlecUie, he repairs to the wood an% 
makes discovery of the place where they have hid 
Lboiodss. 

The Wood — Cleanthbs listening ^ as fearing every sound, 
Cle, Whafs that? Oh, nothing but the 
whisp'ring wind 
Breathes thro' yon churlish hawthorn, that grew 

rude 
As if it chid the gentle breath that kiss'd it. 
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I cannot be too circmnspect, too careful ; 
For in these woods lies nid all my life's treasure, 
Which is too much ever to fear to lose, 
Hiongh it be never lost ; and if our watchfulness 
Ought to be wise and serious 'gainst a ttdef 
That comes to steal our goods, things all without us, 
That prove vexation often more than comfort. 
How mighty ought our providence to be 
To prevent those, if any such there were. 
That come to rob our l)osom of our joys, 10 

That only make poor man delight to live ! 
Pshaw, 1 'm too fearful — ^fie, fie, who can hurt me t 
But 'tU a general cowardice, that shakes 
The nerves of confidence ; he that hides treasure, 
Imagines every one thinks of that place. 
When 'tis a tmng least minded ; nay, let him change 
The place continuallv, where'er it keeps. 
There will the fear keep still. Yonaer's the store- 
house 
Of all my comfort now — and, see, it sends forth 

EbFPOLlTA eiUers. 

A dear one to me. — Precious chief of women ! 20 
How does the good old soul ? has he fed well ? 

Hip, Beshrew me, sir, he made the heartiest meal 
to-day. 
Much good may 't do his health. 

Cle. A blessing on thee. 
Both for thy news and wish. 

Hip, His stomach, sir. 
Is bettor'd wond'rously, since his concealment. 

Cle. Heav'n has a blessed work in't. Gome, 
we 're safe here. 
I prithee, call him forth, the air 's much wholesomer. 

mp. Father 1 80 

Leonides comet forth, 

Leon. How sweetly sounds the voice of a good 
woman ! 
It is so seldom heard, that, when it speaks. 
It ravishes all senses. Lists of honour ! 
I Ve a joy weeps to see you, 'tis so flill, 
So fairly firuitniL 
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Cfle. I hope to see yon often, and return 
Loaden with olessings, still to tout on some. 
I find them all in my contented peace, 
And lose not one in thousands, they 're dispers'd 
So gloriously, I know not which are brightest ; 
I find tiiem, as angels are found, by legions. — 

A Horn it heard, 

Hal— 

Lean, What was 't distnrb'd my joy t 

Cle, Did you not hear, 
As afar off? 10 

Hip, What, my excellent consort t 

Cle, Nor you- 



Hip, I heard a— 
OU. Hark again- 



Leon. Bless my joy, 
What ails it on a sudden t 

Cle. Now ? since lately ? 

Leon, "lis nothing but a symptom of thy care. 

Cle, Alas ! you do not hear well. 

Leon, What was 't, daughter t 20 

Hip, I heard a sound, twice. 

Cle, Hark ! louder and nearer. 
In, for the precious good of virtue, quick, sir. 
Louder and nearer yet ; at hand, at nand ; 
A hunting here ? 'tis slrange ! I never knew 
Qtane followed in these woods before. 

[Lbonides ffoes in^ 

Hip. Now, let them come, and spare not. 

Enter Duke, Courtiers, Attendants, <u tf hunting. 

Cle, Ha! 'tis is't not the Duke? look 

sparingly. 
Hip, 'Tis ne, but what of that ? alas I take heed, 
sir ; 
Your care will overthrow us. 80 

.Cle, Come, it shall not. 
Let 's set a pleasant face upon our fears. 
Though our hearts shake with horror. Hat hat 
ha! 
Duke, Hark ! 
Cle, Prithee, proceed ; 
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I 'm taken with these light things infinitely, 
Since the old man's decease. — Ha ! ha ! ha t — 

Duke. Why, how should I believe this I Look, 
he *s merry, 
As if he 'd no such charge. One with that care 
Could never be so ; still he holds his temper, 
And 'tis the same still, with no difference, 
He brought his father's corpse to the grave with. 
He laugh'd thus then, you know. 

Court, Aye, he may laugh, my lord ; 
That shews but how he glories in his cunning ; 10 - 
And is, perhaps, done more to advance his wit, 
That only he nas over-reach'd the law, 
Than to express affection to his father? 

Ih£ke, if a contempt can be so neatly carried, 

It gives me cause of wonder. 

Oleanthes- 

CU. My loved lord — 

Duke, Not moved a whit 1 

Constant to lightness still ! 'tis strange to meet 

you 
Upon a ground so unfrequented, sir : 20 

This does not fit your passion ; you 're for mirth. 
Or I mistake you much. 

■ Cte, But finding it 
Grow to a noted imperfection in me 
(For anything too much is vicious), 
I come to these disconsolate walks, of purpose, 
Only to dull and take away the edge on 't. 
I ever had a greater zeal to sadness, 
A nat'ralpropension, I confess, my lord. 
Before that cheerful accident fell out,— 80^ 

If I may call a father's funeral cheerful, 
"Without wrong done to duty or my love. 

Du^ It se^ms then you take pleasure in thetoe 
" walks, sir ? 

Cle, Contemplative content I do, my lord : 
They bring into my mind oft meditations 
So sweetlv precious, that, in the parting, 
I find a shower of grace upon my cheeks. 
They take their leave so ^lingly. 

Duke, So, sir— — 

Ch. WhichiB akind of grave delight, my lord. 40 
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Duke, And I 've small cause, Gleanthes, to afford 
you 
The least delight that has a name. 

Cle, My lord ! 

Duke* In your excess of joy ^ou have ezpress'd 
Your rancour and contempt agamst my law : 
Tour smiles deserve a fining ; you have profess'd 
Derision openly e*en to my face, 
Which might be death, a iitUe more incensed. 
Tou do not come for any freedom here, 
But for a project of your own ; 10 

But all that 's known to be contentful to thee, 
Shall in the use prove deadly. Your life 's mine ; 
If ever thy presumption do but lead thee 

Into these walks again aye, or that woman 

I '11 have them watch'd o' purpose. 

\8t Cowrt, Now, now, his colour ebbs and flows. 

2ind GcwrL Mark hers too. 

JJtj7. Oh ! who shall bring food to the poor old 
man now? 
Speak somewhat, good sir, or we are lost for ever. 19 

[^|Kir^ to Gleanthes. 

CU, Oh ! you did wondrous ill to call me again. 
There are not words to help us. If I intreat, 
*TiB found ; that will betray us worse than silence. 
Prithee, let heaven alone, and let 's say nothing. 

{A'part to HiPPOLiTA. 

\st Court, You have struck them dumb, my lord. 

27w£ C&wrt, Look how guilt looks ! 

GU, He is safe still, is he not ? ) 

Hvp, Oh ! you do ill to doubt it. > Apart. 

Cle, Thou art all goodness. ) 

27vd Court, Now does your grace believe ? 

Duke, 'Tis too apparent. 30 

Search, make a speedy search ; for the imposture 
Cannot be far off, by the fear it sends. 

CU, Ha! 

2nd Cov/rt. He has the lapwing's cunning, I'm 
afraid, my lord. 
That cries most when she is farthest from the nest. 

Cle, Oh ! we are betrayed. 

[There is an ezquisiteness of moral sensibility, making 
one to gush out tears of delight, and a poetical strange- 
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ness in all the improbable circmnwtances of this wild 
play, which are uxilike imythinff in the dnunas which 
Massinger wrote alone. The paUioe is of a subtler edge. 
Ifiddleton and Bowley^ who assisted in this play, luMi 
both of them finer gemuses than their associate.] 



CXXII. 

TIS PITY SHE 'S A WHORE : A TRAGEDY. 

BY JOHN FORD. 

Giovanni, a Youiw Oentlemanof PcMrma, entertains an 
illicit love for hi* Sitter, Me ash counsel of BONA- 
VBNTUBA, a Friar. * 

Friab. Giovanni. 

Friar, Dispute no more in this, for know, young 
man, 
These are no school-points ; nice philosophy 
May tolerate unlikely arguments, 
But heaven admits no jests ! wits that presumed 
On wit too much, by striving how to prove 
There was no God, with foolish grounds of art, 
Discover'd first the nearest way to hell ; 
And fill'd the world with devilish atheism. 
Such questions, youth, are fond ; far better 'tis 
To bless the sun, than reason why it shines ; 10 

Yet He thou talk'st of is above the sun. 
No more ; I may not hear it. 

Oio, Gentle father. 
To you have I unclasp'd my burthen'd soul. 
Emptied the store-house of my thoughts and heart, 
Made myself poor of secrets ; have not left 
Another word untold, which hath not spoke 
All what I ever durst, or think, or know ; 
And yet is here the comfort I shall have ? 
Must I not do what all men else may, — love ? 20 

Friar, Yes, you may love, fair son. 

* The Kood Friar in this Play is evidently a Copy of Friar 
^Awrence In Romeo and Juliet. He is the same kind Pbysldan 
to the Souls of his young Gliarges ; hut he has more desperate 
Patients to deal with. 

-^ II. M 



ns Jomr lOBDu 

Ofai Mufe I not miae 
nsfe bwafy wUch, if fruned anew, tlie gods 
Would make « god o^ if they had it then ; 
Aad kneel to it| aa I do kneel to them f 

JHor. Why, fSooliah madnwrn f 

Oio, Shall ft peeTiih aound, 
A ooatomaiy fonn, from man to man, 
Of brother and of aiater, be ft bar 
Twixt my perpetual happlneaa and me ? . . . 

JHor. Have done, nnhappy youth, for thoa art 
loat ^ 10 

{Ha, No, fiikther : In your eyes I see the change 
Of jAty and oompaaaion : from your age, 
Aa nom ft aaored oFade, distils 
The lilb of oonnsoL Tul me, holy man, 
Whftt cure flhall glvo me eaae in these extremes ? 

JWor. Eepenimoe, son, and sorrow for this sin ; 
JFor thoa hast moyed ft mijesty above 
With thy nngnaided (almost) blasphemy. 

CHa, do not speak of that, dear confessor. 

JWor. Art thoa. my son, that mirade of wit, 20 
Who once, within uieae three months, wert esteem'd 
A wonder of thhie a^ thioaghoat Bononia t 
How did the oniTenaty ftppland 
Thy goYemment, behftyioor, learning, speech, 
Sweemess, and ail thst coold make up & man I 
I was proud of my tutelage, and chose 
Rather to leave my books than part with thee. 
I did so ; but the fruits of all my hopes 
Are lost in thee, as thou art in thysell 
Qioyanni, hast thou left the schools 30 

Of Imowledge, to conyerse with lust and death ? 

For death waits on thy lust ^Look through the 

And tiiou shalt see a thousand fiices shine [world, 
ICore glorious than this idol thou adorest. 
Leayener, and take thy choice ; 'tis much less sin : 
Though in such games as those they lose that win. 

Gio, It were more ease to stop tne ocean 
From flows and ebbs, than to dissuade my yows. 

JWar. ^nien I have done, and in thy wilful flamea 
Already see thy ruin ! heaven is just. 40 

Yet hear my counsel ! 

Oio^ As a voice of life. 
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Friar, Hie to thy father's house, there lock thee 
fast 
Alone within thy chamber : then fall down 
On both thy knees, and grovel on the ground ; 
Cry to thy heart ; wash every word thou utter*st 
In tears, and (if 't be possible) of blood : 
Beg heaven to cleanse the leprosy of lust 
That rots thy soul ; acknowledge what thou art, 
A wretch, a worm, a nothing : weep, sigh, pray 
Three times a day, and three times every ni§ht ; 
For seven days' space do this ; then, if thou nnd'st 10 
No chance in thy desires, return to me ; 
I *11 think on remedy. Pray for thyself 

At home, whilst I pray for thee here ; away. 

My blessing with thee we have neJed to pray. 

Giovanni discloses his Passion to his Sister Annabella. — 
They compare their uiihappy Loves. 

Anna, Do you mock me, or flatter me ? 

[He has been praising her heaviy. 

Gio. If you would see a beauty more exact 
Than art can counterfeit, or nature frame. 
Look in your glass, and there behold your own. 

Anna. O, you are a trim youth ! 19 

Gio, Here ! {Offers his dagger to her* 

Anna, What to do ? 

(Ho, And here 's my breast ; strike home ! 
Rip up my bosom ; there thou shalt behold 
A heart, in which is writ the truth I speak.— 
Why stand you ? 

Anna. Are you in earnest ? 

Qio, Yes, most earnest. 
You cannot love. 

Anwi, Whom ? 

Qio, Me. My tortur'd soul 30 

Hath felt affliction in the heat of death. 
O Annabella, I am quite undone. 
The love of thee, my sister, and the view 
Of thy immortal beauty, have untuned 
All harmony both of my rest and life. 
Why do you not strike ? 

Anna, Forbid it, my just fears. 
If this be true, 'twere fitter I were dead. 
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Cfio, True, Annabells ! 'tis no time to jest ; 
I haye too long suppressed my hidden flames, 
That almost haye eonsom'd me : I haye spent 
Many a silent night in sighs and groans, 
Ran oyer all my thoughts, despis'd my &te, 
R^ason'd against the reasons of my loye, 
Done all that smooth-cheek'd yirtue could advise, 
But found aU bootless : 'tis my destiny 
That you must either love, or I must die. 

Arma. Comes this in sadness from you ? 10 

Gfio, Let some mischief 
Befall me soon, if I dissemble aiuzht. 

Anna, You are my brother, Giovanni. 

Oio, You 
My sister, AnnabeUa, I know this : 
And could a£ford you instance why to love 
So much the more for this. — 

He gives tome tophistical HetuonSj and resumes. 

Must I now live or die ? 

Arma, Live: thou hast won 19 

The field, and never fought. What thou hast urg'd. 
My captive heart had lon^; ago resolv'd. 
I blush to tell thee (but I teU thee now) 
For eveij sigh that thou hast spent for me, 
I have sigh'd ten ; for every tear, shed twenty : 
And not so much for that I lov'd, as that 
I durst not say I lov'd, nor scarcely think it. 

Gio, Let not this music be a dream, ye gods, 
For pity's sake I beg ye. 

Anna. On my Imees, [She kneels. 

Brother, even by our mother's dust, I cluu:ge you, 30 
Do not betray me to your mirth or hate ; 
Love me, or kill me, brother. 

Gio, On my knees, [Ite kneels. 

Sister, even by my mother's dust, I charge you, 
Do not betray me to your mirth or hate ; 
Love me, or Kill me, sister. 

Ann4i. You mean good sooth, then ? 

Gio. In good troth I do ; 
And so do you, I hope : say, I 'm in earnest. 

Anna. I '11 swear it ; and I. 40 

Gio, And I. 
I would not change this minute for Elysium. 



'tis PITT she's a whore. 181 

Annabblla proves pregnant hy her Brother, SOBANO, 
her Hiidiandf to whom she is newly married, discovers 
that she is pregnant, but canfwt make her confess hy 
whom. At length hy means of Vabqubs, his servant, 
he comes to the truth (^ it. He feigns forgiveness and 
reconcilement with his Wife : and maJkes a sumptuous 
Feast to which are invited Anvabella's old Father, 
with GiOYANia, and all the chi^ Citizens in Parma ; 
meaning to entrap GIOVANNI hy that bait to his death,^* 
Annabblla suspects his dr^ft, 

Giovanni. Annabblla. 

Oio, What, chang'd so soon ? 
-does the fit come on you to prove treacherous 



To your past vows and oaths ? 

Anna. Why should you jest 
At my calamity, without all sense 
Of the approaching dangers you are in 1 

Oio, what danger 's half so great as thy revolt t 
Thou art a faithless sister, else thou know'st, 
Malice or any treachery beside, 
Would stoop to my bent brows : why, I hold fate 10 
Glasp'd in my fist, and could command the course 
Of tmie's eternal motion, had'st thou been 
One thought more steady than an ebbing sea. 

Anna, Brother, dear brother, know what I hftve 
been ; 
And know that now there 's but a dining time 
*Twixt us and our confusion : let 's not waste 
These precious hours in vain and useless speech. 
Alas, these gay attires were not put on 
But to some end ; this sudden solemn feast 
Was not ordain'd to riot and expense ; 20 

I that have now been chamber'a here alone, 
Barr'd of my guardian, or of any else. 
Am not for nothing at an instant freed 
To fresh ao^^ss. Be not deceiv'd, my brother ; 
This banquet is a harbinger of death 
To you and me ; resolve yourself it is, 
And be prepared to welcome it. 

CHo, Well then, 
The schoolmen teach that all this ^lobe of earth 
Shall be consumed to ashes in a minute. 8 

Anna, So I have read too. 
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Oio, But 'twere somewhat strange 
To see the waters bum. Could I bSieve 
This might be true, I could believe as well 
There might be hell or heaven. 

Anna. That 's most certain. But, 

Good brother, for the present, how do you mean 
To free yourself from danger ? some way think 
How to escape. I 'm sure the guests are come. 

Oio. Look up, look here ; what see you in my 
face? 

Anna, Distraction and a troubled conscience. 10 

Gfio. Death and a swift repining wrath ^yet 

look. 
What see you in mine eyes ? 

Anna. Methinks you weep. 

Oio. I do indeed ; these are the funeral tears 
Shed on your grave : these furrowed up my cheeks, 
When first I lov'd and knew not how to woo. 
Fair Annabella, should I here repeat 
The story of my life, we mieht lose time. 
Be record all the spirits of the air, 
And all things else that are, that day and night, 20 
Early and late, the tribute which my heart 
Hath paid to Annabella's sacred love, 
Hath Deen these tears, which are her mourners now. 
Never till now did Nature do her best. 
To shew a matchless beauty to the world. 
Which in an instant ere it scarce was seen, 
The jealous destinies requir'd again. 
Pray, Annabella, pray ! since we must part. 
Go thou, white in thy soul, to fill a throne 
Of innocence and sanctity in heaven. 30 

Pray, pray, my sister ! 

Anna. Then I see your drift. 
Ye blessed angels, guard me ! 

Gio. Give me your hand. How sweetly life doth 
run 
In these well-color'd veins ! how constantly 
This pulse doth promise health ! But I could chide 
With nature for this cunning flattery ! 
Forgive me. 

Anna. With my heart. 

Oio. Farewell. 40 
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Anna, Will you be gone ? 

Gio. Be dark, bright sun, 
And make this mid-day night, that thy gilt rays 
May not behold a deed, will turn their splendour 
More sooty than the poets feign their Styx. [Stabs ?ier, 

Anna. What means this ? 

Gio. To save thy fame. 

Thus die, and die by me, and by my hand ; 
Revenge is mine, honour doth love command. 

Anna. Forgive him, heaven, and me my sins I 

Farewell. 10 

Brother, unkind, unkind [Dies. 

[Sir Thomas Browne in the last Chapter of his 
Enquiries into Vulgar and Common Errors, rebukes 
sucn Authors as have chosen to relate prodigious and 
nameless Sins. The Chapter is entitled, Of some 
Relations whose Truth we fear. His reasoning is solemn 
and fine. — " Lastly, as there are many Relations whereto 
we cannot assent^ and make some doubt thereof, so 
there are divers others whose verities we fear, and 
heartily wish there were no truth therein. Manv other 
accounts like these we meet sometimes hi History, 
scandalous imto Christianity, and even unto humanity ; 
whose not only verities but relations honest minds do 
deprecate. For of sins heteroclital, and such as want 
either name or precedent, there is oft-times a sin even 
in their histories. We desire no records of such 
enormities ; sins should be accounted new, that so 
they ma^ be esteemed monstrous. They omit of 
monstrosity, as they fall from their rarity ; for men 
count it venial to err with their forefathers, and 
foolishly conceive they divide a sin in its society. The 
pens of men may sufficiently expatiate without these 
singularities of villainy: for, as they increase the 
hatred of vice in some, so do they enlarge the theory 
of wickedness in all. And this is one tMng that may 
make latter ages worse than were the former : for the 
vicious example of ages past, poison the curiosity of 
these present, affordinsf a hint of sin unto seduceable 
spirits, and soliciting those unto the imitation of them, 
whose heads were never so perversely principled as to 
invent them. In things oi this nature silence com- 
mendeth History ; 'tis the veniable part of things lost, 
wherein there must never rise a Pancirollus* nor 
remain any regieter but that of Hell."] 

* Who wrote Ih AiUiquU Deperditit, or of the Lost Inventions 
of Antfqoity. 
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OXXIII. 

LOVE'S SACRIFICE : A TRAGEDY. 

BY THE 8AME. 

BUNCHA, Wife (0 Cabaffa, Duke of Pavia, Iwtt and ts 
loved by Fbbnando, thi Duke's fawurite. She Umg 
resists his importunaU suit; cU lenffth, she enters the 
roam where he is sleeping, and awaxens him, to hear 
her confession ofheriovejor him. 

BiANOHA. Febdinand, sleeping, 

Bicm, Resolve, and do ; 'tis done. What, are 
those eyes, 
Which lately were so over-drown'd in tears, 
So easy to take rest ? happy man, 
How sweetly sleep hath seal'a up sorrows here ! 
Bat I will call him : what, my L(»d, my Lord, 
My Lord Fernando ! 

Fer, Who calls ? 

Bian, My Lord : 
Sleeping, or waking ? 

lir, Ha,whois't? 10 

. Bian, 'Tis I : 

Have you forgot my voice ? or is your ear 
But useful to your eye ? 

Fer, Madam the Duchess ! 

Bian, She, 'tis she ; sit up : 
Sit up and wonder, whiles my sorrows swell : 
The nights are short, and I have much to say. 

Fer, Is *t possible 'tis you ? 

Bian, 'Tis possible : 
Why do you think I come ? 20 

Fer, Why ? to crown joys. 
And make me master of my best desires. 

Bian, 'Tis true, you guess aright ; sit up and 
listen. 
With shame and passion now I must confess, 
Since first mine eyes beheld you, in my heart 
You have been only king. If there can be 
A violence in love, then I have felt 
That tyranny ; be record to my soul, 
The justice which I for this folly fear. 
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Fernando, in short words, howe'er my tongae 
Did often chide thy love, each word thou spi^'tt 
Was music to my ear : was neyer poor. 
Poor wretched woman liVd, that loVd like me. 
So truly, so unfeignedly. 

F&r, Oh Madam ! 

Biam^ To witness that I speak in truth, look 
here ; 
Thus singly I adventure to thy bed, 
And do confess my weakness : if thou tempt'st 
My bosom to thy pleasures, I wiU yield. lO* 

Fer, Perpetual happiness! 

Bixin, Now hear me out : 
When first Caraffa, Pavy's Duke, my Lord, 
Saw me, he lov'd me, and (without respect . 
Of dower) took me to his bed and bosom, 
Advanc'd me to the titles I possess. 
Not mov'd by counsel, or remoy'd by ffreatneas : 
Which to requite, betwixt my soul and heaven, 
I vow'd a vow to live a constant wife. 
I have done so : nor was there in the world 20 

A man created, could have broke that truth, 
For all the glories of the earth, but thou, 
But thou, ^mando. Do I love thee now ? 

Fer, Beyond imagination. 

Bian, IWe, I do. 
Beyond ima^ation : if no pledge 
Of love can instance what I speak is true, 
But loss of my best joys ; here, here, Fernando, 
Be satisfied and ruin me. 

Fer, What do you mean ? 80 

Bicm, To give my bod^ up to thy embraces ; 
A pleasure that I never wish'd to thrive in 
Before this fatal minute : mark me now ; 
If thou dost spoil me of this robe of shame, 
By my best comforts, here I vow again. 
To thee, to heaven, to the world, to time, 
Ere yet the morning shall new-ohristen day, 
I 'U km myself ! 

Fer. ^w, Madam, how ! 

Bum, I will : 40 

Do what thou wilt, 'tis in thy choice ; what say ye % 

Fer, Pish, do you come to try me ? tell me first. 
Will you but grant a kiss ? 



Mmk Ym, take it ; that, 
Or what thy heart can wish : I am all thine. 
Mtr, Oh me— — oome, oome, how many women, 

Were eyer heard or read of, granted loye, 
And did aeyoa protest you will ? 

Skm, I^emando t [Kneels. 

Jest not at my calamil^ : I kneel: 
By these dishevel'd haus, these wretched tears, 
^ all that 's good, if what I speak, my heart 
Tows not eternally ; tiien think, mv Lord, 10 

Was neyer man sned to me I denied ; 
Think me a common and most conning whore. 
And let my sins he written on my graye^ 
Xy name rest in reproof. Bo as yon list 

Jbr. I most heliere ye ; yet I nope anon. 
When yon are parted from me. yon inll say 
I was a good cold easy-snirited man, 
Kay, langh at my simphdty : say, will ye ! 

Mm. No ; hy the fidth I owe my bndal tows : 
Bat ever hold thee mnch, mnoh dearer for, 20 

Than all my jcys on earth ; hy this chaste kiss. 

Jbr. Ton haye prerail'd: and heaten forbid 
thati 
Should by a wanton apnetite profone 
This sacied temple 1 lis enough for me, 
Yon '11 please to call me servant. 

Bian, Nay, be thine : 
Command my power, my bosom ; and I '11 write 
This love wiuim the talues of my heart. 

Fer, Enough : I '11 master passion, and triumph 
In beiQg conquer'd ; adding to it this, 30 

In you my lore, as it begun, shall end. 

item. The latter I new vow but day comes 

on: 
What now we leave unfimsh'd of content, 
Each hour shall perfect up. Sweet, let us part. 

Fer, Best Life, good rest 
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CXXIV. 

THE LOVER'S MELANCHOLY. 

BT THE SAME. 

Contention of a Bird and a M'usiciaiu 

Passing from Italy to Greece, the tales 

Which poets of an elder time have feign*d 

To ^lonfy^ their Tempe, bred in me 

Desire of visiting that pai'adise. 

To Thessaly I came, and living private, 

Without acquaintance of more sweet companions 

Than the old inmates to my love, my thoughts, 

I day by day frequented silent groves. 

And solitary walks. One morning early 

This accident encountered me : I heard 10 

The sweetest and most ravishing contention 

That art and nature ever were at strife in. 

A sound of music touch'd mine ears, or rather 

Indeed entranc'd my soul : as I stole nearer, 

Invited by the melody, I saw 

This youth, this fair-fac'd youth, upon his lute, 

With strains of strange variety and harmony. 

Proclaiming (as it seem'd) so bold a challenge 

To the clear quiristers of the woods, the birds, 

That, as they flocked about him, all stood silenti 20 

Wondering at what they heard. I wonder'd too, 

A Nightingale, 

Nature's best skill'd musician, undertakes 

The challenge ; and, for every several strain 

The well-shap'd youth could touch, she sung her 

own ; 
He could not run division with more art 
Upon his quaking instrument, than she. 
The nightmgale, did with her various notes 
Reply to. 

Some time thus spent, the youns man grew at last 80 
Into a pretty anger, that a bird. 
Whom art had never taught clefs, moods, or notes, 
Should vie with him for mastery, whose study 
Had busied many hours to perfect practice : 
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To end the controyennr, in a rapture, 

Upon his instniment he plays so swiftly, 

So many voluntaries, and so quick, 

That there was curiosity and cunning. 

Concord in discord, lines of diflTring method 

Meeting in one full centre of delight. 

The bira (ordain'd to be 

Mum^ifirtt martyr) strove to imitate 

These several sounds: which, when her warbling 

throat 
Fail'd in, for grief down dropped she on his lute, 10 
And brake her heart. It was the quaintest sadness^ 
To see the conqueror upon her hearse, 
To weep a funeral elegy of tears. 
He looKcd upon the trophies of his art, 
Then sigh'd, then .wipMl his eyes, then sigh'd, and 

cried, 
** Alas, poor creature, I will soon revenge 
This cruelty upon the author of it. 
Henceforth this lute, guilty of innocent blood. 
Shall never more betoiy a harmless peace 
To an untimely end : " and in that sorrow, 20 

As he was pashing it against a tree, 
I suddenly stept in. 

[This Story, which is originally to be met with in 
Strada's Prolusions, has been paraphrased in rhyme by 
Crashaw, Ambrose Phillips, and others: but none of 
those versions can at all compare for harmony and 
grace with this blank verse of Ford's : it is as fine as 
anything in Beaumont and Fletcher; and almost 
equals the strife which it celebrates.] 



cxxv. 
THE BROKEN HEART : A TRAGEDY. 

BT THE SAME. 

Ithoclbs loves Calantha, Princess of Sparta; and 
would have his sister TBXruEEA plead for Mm with the 
Princess, She objects to him her own vrretched eon- 
ditionf made miserable by a Matchf into which he 
forced her with Bassai^bs, when she was precontracted 
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by her dead Father^s WUly and by tnclinoUum, to 
OBGiLns ; hut at Uut she eonseiUs, 

Ithoolbs. Penthea. 

lih. Sit nearer, sister, to me, nearer vet ; 
We had one father, in one womb took lire, 
Were brought up twins together, yet have liv'd 
At distance like two strangers. I could wish, 
That the first pillow whereon I was cradled 
ELad prov'd to me a grave. 

Pen, You had been happy : 
Then had you never known that sin of life. 
Which blots all following glories with a vengeance ; 
For forfeiting the last wul of the dead, lO' 

From whom you had your being. 

Ith. Sad Penthea, 
Thou canst not be too cruel ; my rash spleen 
Hath with a violent hand pluck d from thy bosom 
A lover-blest heart, to grind it into dust ; 
For which mine 's now a-breaking. 

Pen, Not yet, heaven, 
I do beseech wee : first let some wild fires 
Scorch, not consume it ; may the heat be cherish'd 
With desires infinite but hopes impossible 1 20 

Ith, Wrong'd soul, thy prayers are heard. 
Pen, Here, lo, I breathe, 
A miserable creature, led to ruin 
By an unnatural brother ! 

Ith. I consume 
In languishing affections for that trespass, 
Yet cannot die. 

jpen. The handmaid to the wages 
Of country toil, drinks the untroubled streams 
With leaping kids, and with the bleating lambs, 80 
And so allays her thirst secure ; while I 
Quench my hot sighs with fleetangs of my tears. 
Ith, The lal)ourer doth eat his coarsest bread, 
Eam*d with his sweat, and lays him down to 

sleep ; 
While every bit I touch turns in digestion 
To gall, as bitter as Penthea's curse. 
Put me to any penance for my tyranny, 
And I "w^ call thee mercifoL 
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Pen, Pray kill xne ; 
Bid me from living with a jealous husband ; 
Then we will join in firiendship, be again 
Brother and sister . . . 

Ith, After my yictories abroad, at home 
I meet despair ; in^titude of nature 
Hath made m^ actions monstrous : Thou shalt stand 
A deity, my sister, and be worshipped 
For thy resolved martyrdom ; wronged maids 
And married wives shall to thy hallowed shrine 10 
Offer their orisons, and sacrifice 
Pure turtles orown'd with myrtle ; if thy pity ; 
Unto a yielding brother's pressure lend 
One finger but to ease it. 

Pen, O, no more. 

Ith, Death waits to waft me to the Stygian 
banks. 
And free me from this chaos of my bondage ; 
And till thou wilt forgive, I must endure. 

Pen, Who is the saint you serve ? 

Ith, Friendship, or nearness 20 

Of birt^ to any but my sister, durst not 
HaTjB inoV'd that question : 'tis a secret, sister, 
I dare not murmur to myselfl 

Pen, Let me. 
By your new protestations I coiigure ye. 
Partake her name. 

Ith, Her name 'tis 'tis — I dare not. 

Pen, All your respects are forg'd. 

Ith, They are not — Peace. — 
Oalantha is— the princess— the king's daughter, 30 
Sole heir of Sparta. Me, most miserable ! 
Do I now love thee ? For my injuries, 
Bevenge thyself with bravery, and gossip 
My treasons to the king's ears. Do ; Calantha 
Knows it not yet, nor Prophilus, my nearest. 

Pen, Suppose you were contracted to her, would 
it not 
Split even your very soul to see her father 
Snatch her out of your arms against her will. 
And force her on the Prince of Argos ? 

Ith. Trouble not 40 

The fountains of mine eyes with thine own story. 
I sweat in blood for 't. 
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Pen. We are reconciled. 
Alas, Sir, being children, but two branches 
Of one stock, 'tis not fit we should divide. 
Have comfort, you may find it. 

Ith, Yes, in thee, 
Only in thee, Penthea mine. 

Pen. If sorrows 
Have not too much dull'd my infected brain, 
I '11 cheer invention for an active strain. 

Penthea recomviends her Brother as a dying hequett to 

the Princess. 

Calantha. Penthea. 

Cal. Being alone, Penthea, you have, granted, 10^ 
The opportunity you sought, and might 
At all times have commanded. 

Pen. 'Tis a benefit 
Which I shall owe your goodness even in death for. 
My glass of life, sweet princess, hath few minutes 
Remaining to run down ; the sands are spent : 
For by an inward messenger I feel 
The summons of departure short and certain. 

Cal. You feed too much your melancholy. 

Pen. Glories . 2a 

Of human greatness are but pleasing dreams, 
And shadows soon decaying : on the stage 
Of my mortality, my youth hath acted 
Some scenes of vanity, drawn out at length, 
By varied pleasures, sweetened, in the miztare. 
But tragical in i&sue. 

Cal. Contemn not your condition, for the proof 
Of bare opinion only : to what end 
Reach all these mortal texts ? 

Pen. To place before ye 80 

A perfect mirror, wherein you mav see 
How weary I am of a lingering li&, 
Who count the best a misery. 

Cal. Indeed 
You have no little cause ; yet none so great, 
As to distrust a remedy. 

Pen. That remedy 
Must be a winding sheet, a fold of lead. 
And some untrod-on comer in the earth. 



Vot to detain jour expectation, Frinoeie, 
I liftTe an hnmole soit. 

Cfal Speek, end enjoy it 

Aik y oodhsafe then to be m j Ezecairix ; 
And take thftt tronble on ve. to dispoee 
Booh l^gadea aa I bequeath unputially : 
I ]ia>TB not mnoh to ^ye^ the paina am eaaj ; 
Heaven will rewaxd your piety, and thank it, 
When I am dead ; for anre I must not liye ; 
I hope I oannot 10 

€faL Kow beahraw thy aadneeB ; 
Thon tnniat me too mnoh woman. 

Aik HeriSdreyea 
Halt into paaaion : then I haire aaaoranoe 
Xnoouraging my boldneaa. In tfaia paper 
My will waa ohazmcter'd ; which yon, with pardon, 
SStSl now know from mine own month. 

Obi. Talk on, prithee ; 
It ia ft pretty earaeat. 

Aik I haye left me 20 

Bat three poor jewela to bequeath. The first ia 
My yoatii ; for thoiu^ I am much old in griefii, 
In yean I am ft ohHa. 

OaL Towhomthftt;! 

Aik To Tiroin wiyea ; such aa abuse not wedlock 
Bt fireedom of aesnres, but covet chiefly 
"Tne pledges of chaste beds for ties of love, 
Bather than ranging of their blood : and next, 
To married mai& ; such as prefer the number 
<0f honourable issue in their virtues, 30 

Before the flattery of delights by marriage ; 
Mi^ those be ever ^oung. 

ucU, A second jewel 
Ton mean to part with f 

Pen. 'Tis my fame ; I trust. 
By scandal yet untouch'd : this I bequeath 
To Memory, and Time's old daughter, Truth. 
If ever my unhappy name find mention, 
When I am &ll'n to dust, may it deserve 
Beseeming charity without dishonour. 40 

OcU, Mow handsomely thou play'st with harmless 
sport 
•Of mere imagination ! Speak the last 
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I strangely like thy will. 

Pen, This jewel, Madam, 
Is dearly precious to me ; you must use 
The best of your discretion to employ 
This gift as I intend it. 

CcU, Do not doubt me. 

PeTi, 'Tis lon^ a^one, since first I lost my heart ; 
Long I have liv'd without it : but in stead 
Of it, to great Galantha, Sparta's heir, 
By service bound, and by affection vow'd, 10 

I do bequeath in holiest rites of love 
Mine only brother Ithocles. 

Cal, What saidst thou ? 

Pen, Impute not, heav'n-blest lady, to ambition, 
A faith as humbly perfect, as the prayers 
Of a devoted suppliant can endow it : 
Look on him, Ptmcess, with an eye of pity ; 
How like the ghost of what he late appeared 
He moves before you. 

Cal, Shall I answer here, 20 

Or lend my ear too grossly ? 

Pen. first his heart 
Shall fall in cinders, scorch'd by your disdain, 
Ere he will dare, poor man, to ope an eye 
On these divine looks, but with low-bent thoughts 
Accusing such presumption : as for words, 
He dares not utter any but of service ; 
Yet this lost creature loves you. Be a Princess 
In sweetness as in blood ; give him his doom, 
Or raise him up to comfort. 80 

Cal, What new change 
Appears in my behaviour, that thou darest 
Tempt my displeasure ? 

Pen, 1 must leave the world. 
To revel in Elysium ; and 'tis just 
To wish my brother some advantage here. 
Yet by my best hopes, Ithocles is ignorant 
Of this pursuit. But if you please to kill him, 
Lend him one angry Iook, or one harsh word. 
And you shall soon conclude how strong a power 40 
Your absolute authority holds oter 
His life and end. 

II. N 
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Cal. Yon have forgot, Penthea, 
How still I have a father. 

Pen, But remember 
I am sister, though to me this brother 
Hath been, you know, unkind, O most unkind. 

Cal, Christalla, Philema, where are ye ? — Lady,. 
Your check lies in my silence.* 

While Calantha (Princess of Sparta) is celebrating the 
Nuptials of Prophilus and Euphranea at Court 
tcitk Music arid Dancing , one enters to inform her- 
that the King her Father y is Dead ; a second brings 
the neios that Penthsa {sister to Ithocles) is starved,-^ 
and a third conies to tell that Ithoclbs himself {to 
vfhom the Princess is ctmtracted) is cruelly murdered. 

Calantha. PBOPHiLns. Ettphbanba. Nbabchus^ 
Obotolon. Christalla. Philbila, and others. 

CaZ, We miss our servant Ithocles, and Orgilus ; 
On whom attend they ? 

Choi, My son, gracious princess, 10 

Whisper'd some new device, to which these revels 
Should be but usher : wherein, I conceive, 
Lord Ithocles and he himself are actors. 

Cal, A fair excuse for absence : as for Bassanes,. 
Delights to him are troublesome ; Armostes 
Is with the King ? 

Grot, He is. 

Cal, On to the dance f 
{To Nearchus.) Dear cousin, hand you the bride ;• 

the bridegroom must be 
Entrusted to my courtship : be not jealous, 
Euphranea ; I shall scarcely prove a temptress. 20 
Fall to our dance. 

They dance the first Change^ during uhich Armostes eauiers.. 

Arm, The King yoxir Father *s dead. 
CaZ, To the other change. 
Arm, Is it possible ? 

They dance again : Bassanes enters. 

It is necessaiy to the* nnderstaatJing of the Scene whiciv 
follows, to know that the Princess is won by these solicitations- 
of Penthea, and by the real deserts of Ithocles, to reqnite his 
love, and that they are contracted with the consent of tiie King- 
her Father. 
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Bass, Madam, 
Penthea, poor Penthea 's starv'd. 

Cal, Beshrew thee. 

Lead to the next. 

Bass. Amazement dulls my senses. 

They dance again : Orgilus enters. 

Org. Brave Ithocles is mxirder'd, murder'd cruelly. 

Cal. How dull this music sounds ! Strike up 
more sprightly : 
Our footings are not active like oxir heart, 
Which treads the nimbler measure. 

Org. I am thunder-struck. 10 

They dance the laM CJuinge, The Music ceases, 

Cal. So, let us breathe awhile : hath not this 

motion ""**!t! 

■Rais'd fresher colour on your cheeks ? [To Nearchus. 

Near. Sweet Princess, 
A perfect purity of blood enamels 
The beauty of yoxir white. 

Cal. We all look cheerfully : 
And, cousin, 'tis methinks a rare presumption 
In any, who prefers our lawful pleasures 
Before their own sour censure, to interrupt 
The custom of this ceremony bluntly. 20 

Near. None dares. Lady. 

Cal. Yes, yes ; some hollow voice deliver'd to me 
How that the King was dead. 

Arm. The King is dead : 
That fatal news was mine ; for in mine arms 
He breath'd his last, and with his crown bequeathed 

you 
Your Mother's wedding-ring, which here I tender. 

Crot. Most strange ! 

Cal, Peace crown his ashes : we are Queen then. 

Near, Long live Galantha, Sparta's sovereign 
Queen ! 80 

All, Long live the Queen. 

CaZ, What whisper'd Bassanes ? 

Bcus, That my renthea,* miserable soul. 
Was starv'd to death. 

* Wife to BMsanes. 
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CoL She's happy ; she hath finish'd 
A lonff and painfiu progress. — ^A third mnrmtir 
Pierc'a mine unwilling ears. 

Org, That Ithocles 
Was mnrder'd. 

Col, By whose hand ? 

Or^, By mine : this weapon 
Was instniment to my revenge. The reasons * 
Are jnst and known. Quit mm of these, and then 
Never liy'd ^ntleman of greater merit, 10 

Hope, or abuiment to steer a kingdom. 

Col. We begin onr reign 
With a first act of justice : thy confession, 
Unhappy Orgilus, dooms thee a sentence ; 
But yet thy father's or thy sister's presence 
Shall be excus'd : give, Crotolon,t a blessins 
To thy lost son ; Euphranea,^ taJ^e a farewell^ 
And both begone. 

( To Orgilus. ) Bloody relater of thy stains in blood ; 
For that thou hast reported him (whose fortunes 20 
And life by thee are both at once snatch'd from him) 
With honorable mention, make thy choice 
Of what death likes thee best ; there's all our bounty. 
But to excuse delays, let me, dear cousin, 
Entreat you and these lords see execution 
Instant, before ye part. 

Near, Your wiU commands us. 

Org, One suit, just Queen ; my last. Vouchsafe 
your clemency, 
That by no common hand I be divided 
From this my humble frailty. 30 

CcU, To their wisdoms, 
Who are to be spectators of thine end, 
I make the reference. Those that are dead. 
Are dead ; had they not now died, of necessity 
They must have paid the debt they owed to nature 
One time or other. Use dispatch, my lords. — 
We '11 suddenly prepare our Coronation. [Exit, 

* Penthea (sister to Ithocles) was betrothed at first to OrgOiu, 
but compelled by her brother to marry BaMsanes : by which 
forced match she becoming miserable, refused to take food, and 
died. 

t His father. | His sister. 
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Arm, 'Tis strange these tragedies should never 
Her female pity. [touch on 

Bass, She has a masculine spirit. 

The Coivnation of the Princess takes place c^fter the execa* 
" tioii of Orqilus. — She enters the Temple, dressed in 
White, having a Crown on her Head, She kneels at 
the Altar. The dead Body qf Ithoclks {whom she 
should have married) is borne on a Hearsef in rich 
HobeSy having a Crown on his Head ; amd plaoed hy 
the side of the A Itar, where she kneels. Her desotions 
endedf she rises, — 

CaLANTHA. NeaRCHUS. PROPHILnS. Cbotolon. 

Bassanes. Armostes. Ettp&ranba. Amslus. 
Christalla. Philbma, arid others, 

Cal. Our orisons are heard ; the gods are merciful. 
Now tell me, you, whose loyalties pay tribute 
To us your lawful sovereign, how unskilful 
Your auties, or obedience is, to render 
Subjection to the sceptre of a virgin ; 
"Who have been ever fortunate in princes 
Of masculine and stirring composition. 10 

A woman has enough to govern wisely 
Her own demeanours, passions, and divisions. 
A nation warlike, and mured to practice 
Of policy and labour, cannot brook 
A feminate authority : we therefore 
Command your counsel, how you may advise us 
In choosing of a husband, whose abinties 
Can better guide this kingdom. 

Near, Royal lady, 
Your law is in your will. 20 

Arm, We have seen tokens 
Of constancy too lately^to mistrust it. 

Grot. Yet, if your Highness settle on a choice 
By your own judgment ooth. allow'd and liked of, 
Sparta may grow in power and proceed 
Tx> an increasing height. 

Cal, Cousin of Argos. 

Near, Madam. 

Cal. Were I presently 
To choose you for my lord, I 'U open freely 80 

What articles I would propose to treat on, 
Before our marriage. 
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i\r«0r. Name them, virtuous Lady. 

OaL I would presume you would retain the royalty 
Of Sparta in her own bounds : then in Ai;gos 
Armostes mi^ht be viceroy ; in Messene 
Mi^t Crotolon bear sway ; and Bassanes 
Be Sparta's marshall : 

The multitudes of hi^h employments could not 
But set a peace to private griefe. These gentlemen, 
Groneas and Hemophil, with worthy pensions. 
Should wait upon your person in your chamber. 10 
I would bestow Christalia on Amelus ; 
She '11 prove a constant wife : and Philema 
Should into Vesta's Temple. 

'Bass, This is a testament ; 
It sounds not like conditions on a marriage. 

Near, All this should be perform'd. 

Cal, Lastly, for Prophilus, 
He should be (cousin) solemnly invested 
In all those honors, titles, and preferments, 
Which his dear friend and my neglected husband 
Too short a time ei^oy'd. 20 

Proph, I am unworthy 
To live in your remembrance. 

Euph, Excellent Lady ! 

Near, Madam, what means that word, neglected 
husband ? 

CaZ, Forgive me: Now I turn to thee, thou 
shadow [To the dead Body of Ithoclbs. 

Of my contracted Loi-d : bear witness all, 
I put my mother's wedding ring uix)n 
His finger ; 'twas my father's last be<[uest : 
Thus I new marry him, whose wife I am ; 
Death shall not separate us. O my lords, 80 

I but deceiv'd your eyes with antic gesture, 
When one news straight came huddling on another. 
Of death, and death, and death, still I danc*d 

forward ; 
But it struck home, and here, and in an instant. 
Be such mere women, who, >\'ith shrieks and outcries, 
Can vow a present end to all their sorrows : 
Yet live to court new pleasures, and out-live them. 
They are the silent griefs which cut the heart- 
strings : 
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Let me die smiling. 

Near, 'Tis a truth too ominous. 

GaL One kiss on these cold lips; my last. — 
Crack, crack. 
Argos now 's Sparta's EingL \pUs. 



[I do not know where to find in an;|^ Play a oatastrcphe 
fio grand, so solemn, and so surprising as this. This is 
indeed, according to Milton, to ' " describe high paeriions 
and high actions." The fortitude of the ^Noian Boy 
who let a beast gnaw out his bowels till he died without 
expressing a groan, is a fiont bodily image of this 
dilaceration of the spirit, and exenteration of the 
inmost mind, which Calantha with a holy violence 
against her natiire keeps closely covered, tul the lost 
<luties of a Wife and a Queen are fulfilled. Stories of 
martyrdom are but of chains and the stake; a liVde 
bodily suffering ; these torments 

On the purest spirits prey 

As on entrails, joints, and limbs, 

With answerable pains, but more hitense. 

What a noble thing is the soul in its strengths asd 
in its weaknesses ! who would be less weak than 
Calantha? who can be so strong? the expression of 
this transcendent scene almost bears me in imagination 
to Calvarv and the Cross; and I seem to perceive 
aome analogy between the scenical sufferings wfaiek 
I am here contemplating, and the real agonies of that 
final completion to which I dare no more than hint a 
ireference. 

Ford was of the first order of Poets. He sou|B^ht for 
sublimity not by parcels in metaphors or visible imagee,- 
but directly where she has her full residence in the 
heart of man; in the actions and sufferings of the 
^rreatest minds. There is a grandeur of the soul abote 
mountains, seas, and the elements. Even in the poor 
perverted reason of Giovanni and Annabella (in ^e 
play which precedes this) we disown traces of that 
^ery particle, wluch in the irregular starting fhm t>ut 
•of the road of beaten action, ducovers something of » 
right line even in obliquity, and shows hints of ab 
improveable greatness in the lowest deseenti aad 
^degradations of our nature.] 
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CXXVI. 



THE CHRONICAL HISTORY OF PEREIN 

WARBECK. 

BY THE SAME. 

PxRKiN Wabbbck, ani hit Followers are hy LOBD 
DAyrmswi preaenUd to Kino Henbt as PrisonerB. 

Dawb, life to the King, and safety fix hia throne t 
I here present you, royal Sir, a shadow 
Of majesty, but in effect a substance 
Of pity ; a young man, in nothing grown 
To ripeness, but th' ambition of your mercy : 
Perkm ; the christian world's strange wonder f 

King R, Dawbney, 
We observe no wonder ; I behold (*tis true) 
An ornament of nature, fine, and polished, 
A handsome youth indeed, but not admire him. 10 
How came he to thy hands ? 

Dcuwh. From sanctuary 
At Bewley, near Southampton ; registred. 
With these few followers, for persons privileged. 

Ki'ng H, I must not thank you, Sir ; you were 
to blame 
To infringe the liberty of houses sacred : 
Dare we be irreligious ? 

Dawh. Gracious Lord, 
They voluntarily resign'd themselves, 
Without compulsion. 20 

King H, So ? 'twas very well ; 
'Twas very very well. Turn now thine eyes. 
Young man, upon thyself and thy past actions. 
What revels in combustion through our kingdom 
A frenzy of aspiring youth hath danc'd : 
Till, wanting breath, thy feet of pride have slipped 
To break thy neck. 

Warh, JBut not my heart : my heart 
Will mount, till every drop of blood be frozen 
By death's perpetual winter. If the sun 30 

Of majesty be dark'ned, let the sun 
Of life be nid from me, in an eclipse 
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Lasting, and uniyersal ! Sir ; remember, 
There was a shooting in of light, when Biohmond 
(Not aiming at the crown) retired, and g^bidly, 
For comfort to the Duke of Bretagne's Goxat, 
Richard, who sway'd the sceptre, was reputed 
A tyrant then ; yet then, a oawning glimmer'd 
To some few wand'ring remnants, promising day 
When first they ventur'd on a frightful shore. 
At Milford Haven. 

Dawh, Whither speeds his boldness ? 10^ 

Check his rude tongue, great Sir. 

King R, O let him range : 
The player 's on the sta^e still ; 'tis his part : 
He does but act. What follow'd ? 

Warb, Bosworth field : 
Where, at an instant, to the world's amazement, 
A mom to Richmond and a night to Richard 
Appear'd at once. The tale is soon applied : 
Fate which crown'd these attempts, when least 

assur'd, 
Mi^t have befriended others, like resolv'd. 20 

King H, A pretty gallant ! thus your Aunt of 
Burgundy, 
Your Duchess Aunt, informed her nephew ; so 
The lesson prompted, and well conn'd, was moulded 
Into familiar dialogue, oft rehears'd. 
Till, learnt by heart, 'tis now receiv'd for truth. 

Warb, Truth in her pure simplicity wants art 
To put a feigned blush on ; scorn wears only 
Such fashion, as commends to gazers' eyes 
Sad ulcerated novelty, far beneath 
The sphere of majesty : in such a court 30 

Wisdom and gravity are proper robes, 
By which the sovereign is best distinguish'd 
From zanies to his greatness. 

Kmg H, Sirrah, shift 
Your antic pageantry, and now appear 
In your own nature ; or you '11 taste the danger 
Of fooling out of season. 

Warh, I expect 
No less than wnat severity calls justice. 
And politicians safety ; let such oeg, 40 

As feed on alms : but if there oan be mercy 
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In a protested enemy, then may it 

Desotnd to these poor oreatores, * whose engagemoHtii 

To the bettering of their fortunes, have inourr'd 

A loss of all : to them, if any charity 

Flow from some noble orator, in death 

I owe the foe of thankfulness. 

King H, So brave ? 
What a bold knave is this t 

We trifle time with follies. 9 

TJrswick, commend the Dukeling, and these felkws. 
To Digby the Lieutenant of the Tower : 
With safety lot them be conveyed to London. 
It is our pleasure, no uncivil outrage, 
Taunts, or abuse, be suffer'd to their persons : 
They shall meet fairer law than they deserve, 
l^e may restore their wits, whom vain ambitiom 
Hath many years distracted. 

Warb, Noble thoughts 
HMt freedom in captivity. The Towvr ? 
Our childhood's dreadful nursery ! 20 

King H, Was ever so much impudence in forgery I 
The oostom sure of being styl'd a Kin^, 
Hath fast'ned in his thought that he is sadh. 

Warbbok is led to his death, 

Oaford. Look ye, behold your followers, appointed 
To wait on ye in death. 

Warb, Why, Peers of England, 
We *11 lead *em on courageously. I read 
A triumph over tyranny upon 
Their several foreheads. Faint not in the moment 
Of victory ! our ends, and Warwick's head, 30 

Innocent Warwick's head (for we are prologue 
But to his tragedy) conclude the wonaer 
Of Henry's fears : and then the glorious race 
Of fourteen kings Plantagenets, determines 
In this last issue male. Heaven be obey'd. 
Impoverish time of its amazement, friends ; 
And we will prove as trusty in our payments, 
As prodigal to nature in our debts. 
Death ! pish, 'tis but a sound ; a name of air ; 
A minute's storm ; or not so much : to tumble 40 

* lilB Followers 
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Prom bed to bed, be massacred alive 
By some physicians for a month or two, 
In hope of creedom from a fever's torments, 
Might sta^r manhood ; here, Idie pain is put 
Ere sensibly 'tis felt Be men of spirit ; 
Spurn coward passion : so illustrious mention 
Shall blaze our names, and style us Kings o'er Death. 



CXXVII. 

THE LADIES' TRIAL. 

BY THE aAMB. 

AUBIA, in the possession of ffonors,^ Preferment, Fame^ 
can fnd tw peace in his mind while he thinks his Wife 
unchaste, 

AUBIA. AUBELIO. 

Auria, Count of Savons, Genoa's Admiral, 
Lord Governor of Corsica, enroll'd 
A worthy of my country, sought and sued to, 
Prais'd, courted, flatter d ! — 

My triumphs 10 

Are echoed under every roof ; the air 

Is straitened with the sound, there is not room 

Enough to brace them in ; but not a thought 

Doth pierce into the grief that cabins here i 

Here, through a creek, a little inlet, crawls 

A flake no bigger than a spider's thread, 

Which sets the region of my heart a-fire. 

I had a kingdom once, but am depos'd 

From all that royijty of blest content. 

By a confed'racy 'twizt love and frailly. 20 

Aurelio, Glories in public view but add to misery. 
Which travails in unrest at home. 

Auria, At home 1 
That home Aurelio spesiks of I have lost : 
And which is worse, when I have roll'd aboxit, 
Toil'd like a pilgrim round this globe of eartib. 
Wearied with care, and over-worn with age, 
Lodg'd in the srave, I am not yet at hotiwj! 
There rots but naif of me : the other part 
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Sleepa, heaven knows where. Wonld she and I, my 

wife 
I mean, — but what, alas, talk I of wife ! 
The woman would we had together fed 
On any outcast parings, coaiae and mouldy, 
Not liv'd diyided thus 1 



cxxvni. (o.) 
LOVE TRICKS : A COMEDY. 

BY JAMES SHIRLEY. 

PoMtAomjaijt Courtship, 

hiforivmo. I must have other answer, for I lo\co 
you. 

Seliim. Must ! but I don't see any necessity that 
I must love you. I do confess you are 
A proper man. 

In/, 0, do not mock, Selina ; let not excellence, 10 
Which you are Ml of, make you proud and scornful. 
I am a Gentleman ; though my outward part 
Cannot attract affection, yet some have told me 
Nature hath made me what she need not shame. 
Yet look into my heart ; there you shall see 
What you cannot despise, for there you are. 
With all your craces waiting on you ; there 
Love hath made you a throne to sit, and rule 
O'er Infortunio, all my thoughts obeying. 
And honouring you as queen. Pass by my outside, 20 
My breast I dare compare with any man. 

Sel, But who can see this breast you boast of so ? 

In/, O, 'tis an easy work ; for though it be 
Not to be pierced by the dull eye, whoso beam 
Is spent on outward shapes, there is a way 
To make a search into its hidden'st passage. 
I know you would not love, to please your sense. 
A tree, that bears a ragged unleay'd top 
In depth of winter, may when summer comes 
iSpeak by his fruit, he is not dead but youthful, 30 
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Though once he shewed no sap : my heart 's a plant 

Kept down by colder thoughts and doubtful fears. 

Your frowns, like winter storms, make it seem dead, 

But yet it is not so ; make it but yours, 

And you shall see it spring, and shoot forth leaves 

Worthy your eye, ana the oppressed sap 

Ascend to every part to make it green, 

And pay your love with fruit when harvest comes. . . . 

Sel. Then ^ou confess your love is cold as yet. 
And winter 's m your heart ? 10 

Inf. Mistake me not, Selina, for I say 
My heart is cold, not love. 

Sel. And yet your love is frx>m your heart, I *11 
warrant. 

Inf, you are nimble to mistake. 
My heart is cold in your displeasures only. 
And yet my love is fervent ; for your eye, 
Casting out beams, maintains the flame it bums in. 
Again, sweet Love, 

My heart is not mine own, 'tis yours, you have it ; 
And while it naked lies, not dei£n*d your bosom 20 
To keep it warm, how can it be out cold, 
In danger to be frozen ? blame not it. 
You onlyare in fault it hath no heat. 

Sel, W ell, Sir ; I know you have rhetoric ; but I 
Can without art give you a flnal answer. 

Inf, stay ! and think awhile ; I cannot relish 
You should say final : sweet, deliberate ; 
It doth concern all the estate I have ; 
I mean not dunghill treasure, but my life 
Doth stand or fall to it ; if your answer be SO 

That vou can love me, be as swift as lightening ; 
But if you mean to kUl me, and reject 
My so long love-devotions, which I 've paid 
As to an iStar, stay a little longer, 
And let me count the riches I iSiall lose 
By one poor airy word : first give me back 
That part of Infortunio that is lost 
Within your love ; play not the tyrant with ni«." 



n 
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CZXIX. 

THE MAID'S REVENGE : A TRAGEDY. 

BY THE SAME.* 

Sbbastiano inmtes Awtomo to Awro Castle, 
SsBASTiANO. Antonio. 

8eb. The noble courtesies I have receir'd 
At Lisbon, worthy friend, so much engage me, 
That I must die indebted to your worth, 
UnleM you mean to accept wnat I have studied. 
Although but partly, to discharge the sum 
Due to your honoured love. 

AtU. How now, Sebastiano, will you forfeit 
The name of friend, then % I did hope our love 
Had out-grown compliment. 

Seb, I spake my thoughts ; 10 

MjT tongue and heart are relatives ; I think 
r naTe deserv'd no base opinion from you ; 
I insh not only to perpetuate 
Our friendship, but t' exchange that common name 
Of friend for — 

Ant. What % take heed, do not profane : 
Wouldst thou be more than Mend ? it is a name 
Virtue can only answer to : couldst thou 
Unite into one all goodness whatsoe'er 
Mortality can boast of, thou shalt find 20 

The circle narrow-bounded to contain 
TTus swelling treasure ; every good admits 
Degrees, but this being so good, it cannot : 
For he *s no friend is not superlative. 
Indulgent parents, brethren, kindred, tied 
By the natural flow of blood, alliances, 
And what you can imagine, is too light 
To weigh with name of friend : they execute 

* Shirley claims a pUce asnimgst the worthies of this period, 
not so mndi for any transcendent genios in himself, as that he 
was the last of a great race, all of whom spoke nearly the same 
language, and had a set of moral feelhigs and notions in common. 
A new umgnage and quite a new turn of tragic and comic interest 
came in with the Restoration. 
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At best but what their nature prompts them to ; 
Are often less than friends, when they remain 
Our kinsmen still : but friend is never lost. 

Seb, Nay then, Antonio, you mistake ; I moan 
not 
To leave off friend, which, with another title. 
Would not be lost. Come then, I '11 tell you, sir ; 
I would be friend and brother : thus our mendc^p 
Shall, like a diamond set in gold, not lose 
His sparkling, but shew fairer. I have a pair 
Of sisters, which I would commend, but that 10- 
I might seem partial, then* birth and fortunes 
Deserving noble love ; if thou be*st free 
From other fair engagement, I would be proud 
To speak them worthy. Come, fthalt go and see them. 
I would not beg them suitors ; fame nath spread 
Through Portugal their persons, and drawn to Avero 
Many affectionate gallants. 

AtU. Catalina and Berinthia. 

Seb, The same. 

AtU. Report speaks loud their beauties, and no 
less 20 

Virtue in either. Well, I see you strive 
To leave no merit where you mean to honour. 
I cannot otherwise escape the censure 
Of one uneratefiil, but by waiting on you 
Home to Avero. 

Seh. You shall honour me, 
And glad my noble father, to whom you are 
No stranger ; your own worth before hath been 
Sufl&cient preparation. 

AtU, Ha ! Sa 

I have not so much choice, Sebastiano : 
But if one sister of Antonio's 
May have a commendation to your thoughts, 
(I will not spend much art in praising her. 
Her virtue speak itself) I shall be happy ; 
And be confirm'd your brother, though Imias 
Acceptance at Avero. 

So). Still you out-do me. I could never wish 
My service better placed. At opportunity 
I '11 visit you at Elvas ; i' the mean time 40 

Let 's haste to Avero, where with you I 'U hmx^ 
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My double welcome, and not fail to second 
Any desiffn. 

Ant. You shall teach me a lesson 
Against we meet at Elvas castle, sir. 

Bkbasjuavo'b father welcomes Antonio to Avero CastU, 

ViLLABBZO. GaTALINA. BeRIRTHIA. SbBASTIANO. 

Antonio. 

FU, Old Gaspar's house is honoured by such 
guests. 
Now, by the tomb of my pro^nitors, 
I enviea tiiat your fame should visit me 
So oft without your person. Sebastiano 
Hath been long happy in your noble friendship, 
And cannot but improve himself in virtues, 10 

That lives so near your love. — ^You shall dishonour mo, 
Unless you think yourself as welcome here, 
As at your Elvas castle. Villarezo 
Was once as you are, sprightly ; and though I say it 
Maintain'd my father's reputation, 
And honour of our house, with actions 
Worthy our name and family : but now 
Time liath let fall cold snow upon my hairs, 
Plough'd on my brows the furrows of his anger, 
Disfmmish'd me of active blood, and wrapp^ me 20 
Half in my sear-cloth, yet I have a mind 
That bids me honour vui;ue, where I see it 
Bud forth and spring so hopefully. 

Ant, You speak all nobleness, and encourage me 
To spend the greenness of my rising years 
So to th' advantage, that at last I may 
Be old like you. 

Vil, Daughters, speak his welcome. — 

Antonio loves and is beloved by Berinthia, the younger 
sister, Catalina the elder is jealous, and plots to 
take off her sister by ^ison, Antonio rescues 
Berinthia from the vindictive jealousy of her sisten', 
and carries her off to Elvas (Jostle ; where his sister 
Castabella ana his cousin Villandras wdcome 
her. 

Antonio. Berinthia. Castabella. Villandras. 

Sforza, a domestic. 

Ant, The welcom'st guest that ever Elvas had. 
.Sister — ^Tillandnia— — you 're not sensible 30 
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What treasure you possess. I have no loves, 
I would not here divide. 

Ccist, Indeed, madam, 
You are as welcome here, as e'er my mother was. 

Till, And you are here as safe, 
As if YOU had an army for your guard. . . . 
Nor think my noble cousin meaneth you 
Any dishonour here. 

AtU, Dishonour ! 'tis a language 
I never understood yet. Throw off your fears, 10 
Berinthia, you 're in the power of him. 
That dares not think the least dishonour to you. — 
Come, be not sad. 

Cast, Put on fresh blood ; you are not cheerful, 
how do you ? 

Ber, I know not how, nor what to answer you ; 
Your loves I cannot be ungrateful to ; 
You 're my best friends I uiink, but yet I know not 
"With what consent you brought my body hither. 

Ant, Can you be ignorant what plot was laid 
To take your fair life n-om you ? 20^ 

Ber, If all be not a dream, I do remember 
Your servant Diego told me wonders, and 
I owe you for my preservation, but — 

Cast, It is your happiness you have escaped 
The malice of your sister. 

Vill. And it is worth 
A noble gratitude to have been quit 
By such an honourer as Antonio is 
Of fair Berinthia. 29 

Ber, Oh, but my father ; imder whose displeasure 
I ever sink. 

AtU, You are secure — 

Ber, As the poor deer that being pursued, for 
safety 
Crcts up a rock that overhangs the sea. 
Where all that she can see is her destruction ; 
Before, the waves ; behind, her enemies. 
Promise her certain ruin. 

AtU, Feign not yourself so hapless, my Berinthia. 
IJ^ise your dejected thoughts ; be merry ; come, 
Think I am your Antonio. 40 

II. O 
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Cast. *Tis not wisdom 
To let our passed fortunes trouble us ; 
Since were they bad, the memory is sweet 
That we have passed them. Look before you, lady ; 
The future most concemeth. 

DiBGO, a domegtiCf etUers, and announces that Sebastiano 

is (U the gate. 

Ant, Your brother, lady, and my honour'd friend. 
Why do the gates not spread themselves to open 
At his arrival? Sforza, tis Berinthia*s brother ; 
Sebastiano, th' example of all worth 
And friendship, is come after his sweet sister. 10 

£er, Alas, I fear. 

Ant, Be not such a coward, lady, he cannot come 
Without all goodness waiting on him. — Sforza, 
Sforza, I say ! what precious time we lose ! 
Sebastiano — I almost lose myself 
In joy to meet him. — Break the iron bars. 
And give him entrance. — Sebastiano 's come 

Ber, Sent by my father to 

Ant, What ? to see thee ? He shall see thee here. 
Respected like thyself, Berinthia, 20 

Attended with Antonio, begirt 
With armies of thy servants. 

Sebastiano enters, with Count de Montenbqbo, his 

friend. 

Ant, Oh, my friend ! 

S^, 'Tis yet in question, sir, and will not be 
So easily prov'd. 

Ant, What face have you put on ? am I awake. 
Or do I dream Sebastiano frowns ? . . . 

Seb. Antonio (for here I throw off all 
The ties of love), I come to fetch a sister 
Dishonourably taken firom her father ; 30 

Or, with my sword, to force thee render her : 
Now if thou be'st a soldier, redeliver. 
Or keep her with the danger of thy person. 

Ant, Pi'omise me the hearing. 
And shalt have any satisfaction, 
Becomes my fame. — 
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Were 't in your power, would you not account it 
A precious victory, in your sister's cause, 
To dye your sword with any blood of him, 
Sav'a both her life and honoui* ? 

Seb. Why, would you have me think 
My sister owes to you such preservation ? 

AtU, Oh Sebastiano ! 
Thou dost not think what devil lies at home 
Within a sister's bosom ; Catalina, 
(I know not with what worst of envy) laid 
Force to this goodly building, and tnrough poison 10 
Had robb'd the earth of more than aU the world, 
Her virtue. . . . 

Valasco was the man appointed by 
That goodly sister to steal Berinthia, 
And lord himself of this possession, 
Just at that time ; but hear, and tremble at it ; 
She, by a cunning poison, should have breath'd 
Her soul into his arms, within two hours, 
And so Valasco should have borne the shame 
Of theft and murder. 20 

Seb. You amaze me, sir. 

Ant, 'Tis true, by honour's self: hear it con- 
firm'd ; 
And when you will, I am ready. 

Seb. I cannot but believe it. — Oh Berinthia, 
I *m woxmded ere I fight. 

Ant, Holds yom* resolve yet constant ? if you 
have 
Better opinion of your sword, than truth, 
I am boxmd to answer : but 1 would I had 
Such an advantage 'gainst another man. 
As the justice of my cause ; all valour fights 80 

But with a foil agamst it. 

Seb. But will you back with me then ? 

Ber. Excuse me, brother ; I shall fall too soon 
Upon my sister's malice, whose foul guilt 
will make me to expect more certain ruin. 

AtU, Now Sebastiano 
Puts on his judgment, and assumes his nobleness 
Wliilst he loves equity. 

S^. And shall I carry shame 
To YiUarezo's house, neglect of father, 40 
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Whofle precepts bind me to return with her, 
Or leave my life at Elvas ? I must on. — 
I have heani you to no purpose : Shall Berintiiia 
Back to Avero ? 

AnL Sir^ she must not yet ; 
'Tis dangerous. 

Seb. Choose thee a second then : this count and I 
Mean to leave honour here. 

VilL Honour me, sir. 

Ant, 'Tib done. Sebastiano shall report 10 

Antonio just : and, noble Sforza, swear 
Upon my sword (Oh, do not hinder me) 
Ii victory crown Sebastiaiio's arm, 
I charge thee, by thy honesly, restore 
This lady to him, on whose Hp I seal 
My unstain'd £Edth. 

AKrroNio JulU in a duel by the sword of Sbbashaho. 
Skbastiano %» disconsolate for haviiM killed kds 
friend. In his penitence, he is visited oy ANTomo's 
sisUr, Castabblla, disguised as a Page. 

Castabblla. Sbbastiano. 

Cast. He that hath sent you, sir, this gift, did 
love you ; 
You *11 say yourself he did. 

Seb, Ha, name him prithee. 

Cast. The fi-ieud I came from was Antonio. 20 

Seb. Who hath sent thee 
To tempt Sebastian's soul to act on thee 
Another death, for thus affrighting me ? 

Cast. Indeed I do not mock, nor come to affright 
you; 
Heaven knows my heart. I know Antonio 's dead. 
But 'twas a gift he in his life design'd 
To you, and I have brought it, 

Seb. Thou dost not promise cozenage : what gift 
is't? 

Cast, It is myself, sir ; whibt Antonio liv'd, 
I was his boy, but never did boy lose 30 

So kind a master ; in his life he promis'd 
He would bestow me (so much was his love 
To my poor merit) on his dearest friend. 
And named yon, sir, if heaTen should point you out 
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To over-live him, for he knew you would 
Love me the better for his sake. Indeed 
I will be very honest to you, and 
Refuse no service to procure your love 
And good opinion to me. 

Seb. Can it be 
Thou wert his boy ? Oh, thou shouldst hate me then 1 
Thou art false, I dare not trust thee ; unto him 
Thou shew'st thee now unfaithful, to accept 
Of me : I kill'd thy master t 'Twas a Mend 10 

He could commit thee to ; I only was, 
Of all the stock of men, his enemy. 
His cruel'st enemy. 

Cast, Indeed I 'm sure it was ; he spoke all 
truth, 
And, had he liv'd to have made his will, I know 
He had bequeath'd me as a legacy. 
To be your boy. Alas, I 'm willing, sir. 
To obey him in it : had he laid on me 
Command, to have mingled with his sacred dust 
My unprofitable blood, it should have been 20 

A most glad sacrifice, and 't had been honour 
To have done him such a du^, sir. I know 
You did not kill him with a heart of malice, 
But in contention with your very soul 
To part with him. 

Seb, All is as true 
As oracle, by heaven ; dost thou believe so ? 

Cast, Indeed I do. 

Seb, Yet be not rash ; 
'Tis no advantage to belong to me : SO 

I have no power nor greatness in the court 
To raise thee to a fortune worthy of 
So much observance, as I shall expect 
When thou art mine. 

Cast, All the ambition of my thoughts shall be 
To do my duty, sir. 

Seb, Besides, I shall afflict thy tenderness 
With solitude and passion : for I am 
Only in love with sorrow, never merry. 
Wear out the day in telling of sad tales, 40 

Delight in sighs and tears ; sometimes I walk 
To a wood or river, purpoBcly to challenge 
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The boldest echo, to send back my groans 
In th' height I break them, dome, I shall undo 
thee. 

Cast. Sir, I shall be most happy to bear part 
In any of your sorrows ; I ne'er had 
So hard a neart but I could shed a tear 
To bear my master company. 

Seb, I will not leave thee, if thou *lt dwell with 
me. 
For the wealth of Indies : be my loved boy, 
Gome in with me ; thus I '11 begin to do. 
Some recompense for dead Antonio. 10 

Bebinthia hUls her broths- Sebastiano sleeping, 
Castadella. Sebastiano. 

Cast, Sir, if the opportunity I use 
To comfort you be hela a fault, and that 
I keep not distance of a servant, lay it 
Upon my love ; indeed, if it be an error, 
It springs out of my duty. 

Seb. Prithee boy, be patient. 
The more I strive to throw off the remembrance 
Of dead Antonio, love still rubs the wounds 
To make them bleed afresh. 

Cast, Alas, they 're past ; 20 

Bind up your own, for honour's sake, and shew 
Love to yourself ; pray do not lose your reason. 
To make your grief so fruitless. I nave procur'd 
Some music, sir, to quiet those sad thoughts 
That make such war within you. 

Seb. Alas, good boy ! it mil but add more weights 
Of dullness on me ! I am stung with worse 
Then the tarantula, to be cur'd with music ; 
It has th' exactest unity, but it cannot 
Accord my thoughts. 30 

Cast. Sir, this your couch 
Seems to invite you to some small repose : 
Oh, I beseech you taste it. I mil beg 
A little leave to sing. [S?ie sings. 

Berinthia enters softly. 

Cast. Sweet sleep charm his sad senses : 
And gentle thoughts let fall 
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Your flowing numbers here ; and round about 
Hover celestial aneels with your wines, 
That none ofifend his quiet t Sleep begins 
To cast his nets o'er me too ; I '11 obey, 
And dream on him that dreams not what I am. 

IShe lies doum by hint. 

Ber, Nature doth wrestle with me, but revenge 
Doth arm my love asainst it ; justice is 
Above all tie of blood. — Sebastiano, 
Thou art the first shall tell Antonio's ghost 
How much I loved him. 10 

[She stahs him upon his couch, 

Seb, (loaking,) Oh, stay thy hand. — Berinthial 
oh ! thou 'st done 't. 
I wish thee heaven's forgiveness. I cannot 
Tarry to hear thy reasons : at many doors 
My me runs out ; and yet Berinthia 
Doth, in her name, give mo more wounds than 

these. — 
Antonio, Oh, Antonio : we shall now 
Be friends again. [Dies, 

cxxx. 
THE BROTHERS : A COMEDY. 

BY THE SAME. 

Don Bamibes leaves kit »on Fernando with a heavff 
curie, and a threat of dinnhtriting. if he do not 
renounce Feubabda, me poor niece qf Dov Cablob, 
whom he courts, when oy his fcUher*t command ne 
should address J acinta the damhter and rich heiress 
of Cablob, his younger brother FttAXCiBOO^s Mistress, 

Febnando. Fbanciscx). 

Fer. Why does not all the stock of thunder fall ? 
Or the fierce winds, from their close caves let loose. 
Now shake me into atoms ! 20 

Fran, Fie, noble brother, what can so deject 
Your masculine thoughts ? is this done like Fernando f 
Whose resolute soul so late was arm'd to fight 
With all the miseries of man, and triumph 
With patience of a martyr ? I observed 
My fauier late come from joxl 
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Far, Tea, Fruicisoo, 
He hath left his curse upon me. 

Fran. Howt 

Far, His cnrae : dost comprehend what thai 
word carries, 
Shot from a father's angry breath t nnless 
I tear poor FeUsarda from my heart, 
He hath prononnc'd me heir to all his curses. — 
Does this fright thee, Francisco t Thon hast oanse 
To dance in soul for this, 'tis only I 
Must lose, and mourn ; thoushalt have all ; lam 10 
Degraded fit)m my birth, while he affects 
Thy forward youth, and only calls thee son, 
Son of his active spirit, and applauds 
Thy progress with Jacinta, in whose smiles 
Thou may'st see all thy wishes waiting for thee. 
Whilst poor Fernando, for her sake, must stand 
An excommunicate from eyery blessing, 
A thing that dare not give myself a name, 
But flung into the world's necessities, 
Until in time, with wonder of my wants, 20 

I turn a ragged statue, on whose forehead 
Each down may carve his motto. 

Don Ramibes is seized with a mortal sidness, btU forbids 
FiUiNANDO to approach his chamber till he shall send 
for him, onpam of his dying curse, 

Fernando. 
Fer, This turn is fatal, and affrights me ; but 
Heaven has more charity than to let him die 
With such a hai-d heart ; 'twere a sin, next his 
Want of compassioD, to suspect he can 
Take his eternal flight, and leave Fernando 
This desperate legacy : he will yet change 
The curse into some little prayer, I hope ; 

And then 

Enter Servant and Physioian. 
Ser, Make haste, I beseech you, doctor. 80 

Phy, Noble Fernando. 

Fer, As you would have men think your art is 
meant 
Not to abuse mankind, employ it all 
To cure my poor sick father. 
Phy, Fear it not, sir. 

\_Exeunt Physician and Servant. 
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Fer, But there is more than your thin skill 
required 
To instate a health ; your recipes, perplexed 
With tough names, are but mockeries and noise, 
Without some dew from heaven, to mix and make 'em 
Thrive in the application : what now t 

EnJUr Servant. 

Ser, Oh sir, I am sent for the confessor, 
The doctor fears him much ; your brother says 
You must have patience, and not enter, sir ; 
Your father is a-ffoing, ffood old man, 9 

And, having made him neir, he 's lolii your presence 
Should interrupt his journey. \ExU, 

Fer, Francisco may be honest, yet, methinks, 
It would become his love to interpose 
For my access at such a needful hour. 
And mediate for my blessing, not assist 
Unkindly thus my banishment. I '11 not 
Be lost so tamely : shall my father die 

And not Fernando take his leave ! 1 dare not. 

'' If thou dost hope I should take off this curse, 
Do not approach until I send " : 'twas so ; 20 

And 'tis a law that binds above my blood. 

Enter Confessor and Servantb 
Make haste, good &ther, and if heaven deny 
Him life, let not Ms charity die too : 
One curse may sink us both ; say how I kneel. 
And beg he would bequeath me but his blessing ; 
Then, tnough Francisco be his heir, I shall 
Live happy, and take comfort in my tears. 
When i remember him, so kind a &ther. 

C(ynf, It is my duty. [ExU. 

Fer, Do your holy office. 80 

Those fond philosophers that magnify 
Our human nature, and did boast we had 
Such a prerogative in our rational soul, 
Convers d but little with the world ; confin'd 
To cells, and unfi*equented woods, they knew not 
The fierce vexation of community. 
Else they had taught, our reason is our loss. 
And but a privilege that exceedeth sense. 
By nearer apprehension of what wounds. 
To know ourselves most miserable. My heart 40 
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tg t0«iiiing with new fetn. — Ba t ii he dead t 

Ply. Not deed, but in s demnte 'wwMWtloai ; 
And so that little fareeth lemaaie we htTe 
Bendttod to hie oonfeeeor, whoee cdBoe 
ball that 'e left. 

JW>. IshenotmeroiftiltoFeniaDdoyett 
Kotalkofmet 

i%y. I find he takee no pUaeare 
!ro hear you named : Frandaoo to na all 
He did confirm hia heir, with many Tilnarinfla 10 

JVr. And not one left for me 1 Oh take me in, 
Thoasentle earth, and let me oaceep tiuoo^ all 
Thy daric and hollow orannieB, tUl 1 find 
Another way to oome into the wotld» 
For all the air I breathe in here ia poiaon'd. 

JVywi. We mnat haTe natienoe, hro&ar ; it waa ao 
Ambitloaa thoiu^t of mme to aapplant yon ; 
He may live ye^ and yon be reootMnl'd. 

JVr. That waa aome kindneas jret^ Fnmoiwo : hot 
I ohaige thee, hv the neameai of oar Uood, SO 

When 1 am made thia modkeiy and wonder, 
And know not where to find oat charily, 
If onawarea a chance direct my weary 
And wither'd feet to eome fair hooae of thine, 
Where plenty with ftQl blessiugs crowns thy table. 
If my thin face betray my want of food, 
Do not despise me, 'cause I was thy brother. 

£nter Confessor. 

Fran, Leave these imaffin'd horrors ; I most not 
live when my brother is thus miserable. 

Fer. There's something in that face looks com- 
fortably. 8G 

Conf. Your father, sir, is dead ; bis will to make 
Francisco the sole master of his fortunes 
Is now irrevocable : a small pension 
He hath given vou for life, which, with lus blessing 
Is all the benefit I bring. 

Fer. Ha I blessing ! speak it again, good father. 

Cai\f, I did apply some lenitives to soften 
His anger, and prevail'd ; your father hath 
BeversSl that heavy censure of his curse, 89 

And in the place bequeath'd his prayer and blessing. 
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Fer, I am new created by his charity. 

C(mf, Some ceremonies are behind : he did 
Desire to be interr'd within our convent, 
And left his sepulture to me ; I am coi^dent, 
Your pieties will ^ve me leave 

Fran, His will m all things I obey, and yours, 
Most reverend father : order, as you please, 
His body ; we may after celebrate. 
With all due obsequies, his funeraL 

Fer, Why you alone obey ? I am your brother : 10 
My father's eldest son, though not ms heir. 

Fran, It pleas'd my father, sir, to think me worthy 
Of such a title ; you shall find me kind, 
If you can look on matters without envy. 

Fer, If I can look on matters without envy ! 

Fran, You may live here still. 

Fer, I may live here, Francisco I 

^tUw a Glentleman wUk a letter. 

Conditions ! I would not understand 
This dialect. 

Fran, With me? from madam ! 20 

OevU, If you be signior Francisco. 

Fer. Slighted !— 
I find my rather was not dead till now. 
Crowd not, you jealous thoughts, so thick into 
My brain, lest you do tempt me to an act. 
Will forfeit all again. 

Fernando tdls Felibarda ihat his father it dead, 

Fer, I have a story to deliver ; 
A tale, will make thee sad : but I must tell it. — 
There is one dead, that lov*d thee not. 

Fel, One dead, 80 

That lov'd not me ? this carries, sir, in nature 
No killing sound :* I shall be sad to know 
I did deserve an enemy, or he want 
A charityat death. 

Fer* Thy cruel enemy, 
And my best friend, hath took eternal leave, 
And 's gone, — ^to heaven, I hope : excuse my tears ; 

* Like tbe reply of Manoah in Sainton Affonlstaa : " Sad, bnt 
not saddeat, the desolation of a iMNitlle dtj.*' 
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It is a tribute I mnat pay his memory, 
For I did love my fiitner. 

JM, Ha ! your father ! 

Far, Yes, felisarda, he is gone, that in 
The morning promis'd manjr years ; but death 
Hath in a few nours made mm as stiff, as all 
The winds of winter had thrown cold upon him. 
And whisper*d him to marble. 

Fraiccisoo ofert to reseore Fbrnaitdo his hirtkriffkt* 
rauETAKDO dare not takt it, 

Fbancibgo. FBBNAinx). Doir Cablos. 

JVait. What demands 
Fernando ? 10 

Fir. My inheritance, wrought from me 
By thy sly creeping to supplant my birth. 
And cneat our father's easy soul^ unworthily 
Betraying to his auger, for thj lust 
Of wealth, the love and promise of two hearts. 
Poor Felisarda and Fernando now 
Wither at soul, and robb'd by thee of that 
Should cherish virtue, like to rifled pilgrims 
Met on the way, and having told their story. 
And dropped their even tea^ for both their loss, 20 
Wander nrom one another. 

Fran, 'Tis not, sure 
Fernando, but his passion (that obeys not 
The counsel of his reason) would accuse mo : 
And if my father now (since spiiits lose not 
Intelligence, but more active when they have 
Shook off their chains of flesh), would leave his 

dwelling. 
And visit this coarse * orb again, my innocence 
Should dare the appeal, aud make Fernando see 
His emp^ accusations. 80 

Fcr, He that thrives 
By wicked art, has confidence to dress 
His action with simplicity, and shapes 
To cheat our credulous natures : 'tis my wonder 
Thou durst do so much injury, Francisco, 
As must provoke my justice to revenge, 
Yet wear no sword. 

• Dirty rianet-Sterne. 
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Fra/i^ I need no goard ; I know 
Thou dar'st not kill me. 

ter. Dare I not ? 

Fran, And name 
Thy cause : 'tis thy suspicion, not Frandsoo, 
Hath wrought thee high and passionate. To asBOie 

it, 
If jrou dare violate, I dare possess you 
With all my title to your land. 

Car, How is that ? 

From, Let him receive it at his peril. 10 

F&r, Ha I 

Fran, It was my father's act, not mine : he 
trembled 
To hear his curse alive ; what horror will 
His conscience feel, when he shall spurn his dust. 
And call the reverend shade from his blessed seat 
To this bad world again, to walk and fright him ! 

Fer, Can this be more than dream ? 

Fran, (Gives him the will,) Sir, you may cancel 
it, but think withal. 
How you can answer him that 's dead, when he 
Shall charge your timorous soul for tfaiis contempt 20 
To nature and religion, to break 
His ast bequest, and breath, that seal'd your 
blessings? 

Car, These are fine fancies. 

Fer, (BetwrM the will,) Here ; and may it 
prosper. 
Where my good father meant it : I 'm overcome. 
Forgive me, and eigoy it. [Is going, 

Hisfaiher Bamirbs {supposed dead) appears ahove^ with 

FSLISABDA. 

Bam, Fernando, stay. 

Fer. Ha, my father and Felisarda ! [Kneels, 

Are they both dead t — I did not think 
To find thee in this pale society 80 

Of ghosts so soon. 

^. I am alive, Fernando: 
And Don Ramires still thy living fiither. 

Fran. You may believe it, sir, I was of the 
counseL 
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Car, Men thought you dead. 

JSom. It lay within 
The knowledge of Francisco, and some few^ 
By this device to advance my younger son 
To a marriage with Jacinta, sir, ana try 
Fernando's piety, and his mistress' virtue : 
Which I have found worth him, and my acceptancei 
With her I give thee what thy birth did challenge : 
Receive 1^ FeUsarda. 

Fer. Tlisaioy 10 

80 flowing, it drowns all my faculties. 
My soul will not contain, I fear, but loose, 
And leave me in this ecstacy. 

cxxxi. (g.) 
THE TRAITOR : A TRAGEDY. 

BY THE SAME. 

BT BOMB SAID TO HAVE BEEN WBTETEN BY ONE 
RIVEBS, A JESUIT. 

80IABBAH, wko9t lift is foffeitedf has offer of pardon, 
conditionallyf uiaJt he brim his sister Amidea to con- 
sent to the Prince's unlaurpil suit. He jestingly iriu 
her affection. 

Sci. — if thou couldst redeem me 
With anything but death, I think I should 
Consent to live. 

Amid. Nothing can be too precious 
To save a brother, such a loving brother 
As you have been. 

Sci. Death 's a devouring gamester, 20 

And sweeps up all ; — what thmk'st thou of an eye ? 
Could'st thou spare one, and think the blemish recom- 
To see me safe with the other ? or a baud, — [pensed 
This white hand, that has so often, 
With admiration, trembled on the lute, 
Till we have pray'd thee leave the strings awhile. 
And laid our ears close to tliy ivory lingers, 
Suspecting all the harmony proceeciod 
From their own motion, without the need 
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Of any dull or passive instrument. — 
No, Amidea, thou shalt not bear one scar 
To buy my Ufe ; the sickle shall not touch 
A flower that grows so fair upon his stalk : 
I would live, and owe my life to thee, 
So 'twere not bought too dear. 

Amid. Do you believe, I should not find 
The way to Heav'n ? were both mine eyes thy ransoni 
I shall climb up those high and rugged cliffs 
Without a hand. 10> 

[My transcript breaks off here. Perhaps what follows 
was of lees value ; or perhaps I broke off, as I own I 
have sometimes done, to leave in my readers a relish, 
and an inclination to explore for themselves the genuinoi 
fountains of these old dramatic delicacies.] 



cxxxii. (a.) 
THE CHANGES : A COMEDY. 

BT THE SAME. 

Excess o/EpUheCSf enfeebling to Poetry, 

Friend, Master Caperwit, before you read, pray 

tell me. 
Have your verses any Adjectives ? 

Capenmt. Adjectives ! "Would you have a poem 

without 
Adjectives ? they 're the flower, the grace of all our 

language. 
A well-chosen Epithet doth give new soul 
To fainting poesy, and makes every verse 
A Bride I With Adjectives we bait our lines, 
When we do fish for Gentlewomen's loves. 
And with their sweetness catch the nibbling ear 
Of amorous ladies ; with the music of 20 

These ravishing nouns we chaim the silken tribe, 
And make the Gallant melt with apprehension 
Of the rare Woi-d. I will maintain 't against 
A bundle of Grammarians, in Poetry 
The Substantive itself cannot subsist 
Without its Ac^ective. 



.**• 



S24 JAMSB 8HIBLB7. 

Friend, But for all that, 
Those words would soond more full, methinks, 

that are not 
So larded ; and if I might counsel you. 
You should compose a Sonnet clean without 'em. 
A row of stately Substantives would march 
Like Switzers, and bear all the fields before 'em ; 
Oarrytheir weight ; shew fair, like Deeds EnroU'd ; 
Not Writs, that are first made and after fiU'd. 
Thence first came up the title of Blank Verse ; — 
You know, Sii*, wnat Blank signifies? — when the 

sense, 10 

First framed, is tied with Adjectives like points, 
And could not hold together without wedges : 
Hans 't 'tis pedantic, vulgar Poetry. 
Let children, when they versify, stick here 
And there, these piddling words for want of matter. 
Poets write Masciuine Numbers. 



oxxxiii. (g.) 
THE EXAMPLE : A TRAGI-COMEDY. 

BY THE SAME. 

The humour of a wary Knight^ who sleeps all day^ and 
ivahes all nighty fw security. — He calls up his House- 
hold at midnight. 

Plot. Dormant ! why Dormant I thou eternal 
sleeper 1 
Who would be troubled with these lethargies 
About him ? Dormant, are you come, dreamer ? 19 

Donnant {entering). Would I were so happy. 
There's less noise in a steeple upon a Coronation - 
day. O sleep, sleep, tho' it were a dead one, would 
be comfortable. Your Worship might be pleased to 
let my fellow Oldrat watch, as well as I. 

Plot. Oldrat ! that fellow is a drone. 

Dorm. He has slept this half-hour on the iron 

chest. 

Would I were in my grave, to take a nap ! death 

would do me a courtesy ; I should be at rest, and 

hear no noise of ** Dormant." 80 
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Plot Hah ! what 's the matter ? 

Dorm, Nothing but a yawn, Sir ; I do all that I 

can to keep myself waking. 
Plot, 'Tis done considerately. This heavy 
dullness 
Is the disease of souls. Sleep in the night ? 
Dorm, Shall I wake my fellow Oldrat ? he is 

refreshed. 
Pht, Do ; but return you with him : I have 

business with both. 
Dorm, To hear us join in opinion of what's a 
clock? 
They talk of Endymion : now could I sleep three 
lives. [ExsU, 

Plot, When othes men measure the hours with 
sleep. 
Careless of what they are and whom they trust, 10 
Exposing their condition to danger 
Of plots, I wake, and wisely think prevention. 
Night was not made to snore in, but so calm 
For our imaginations to be stirring 
About the world, this subtle world, this world 
Of plots, and close conspiracy. There is 
No faith in man nor woman. Where 's this Dormant ? 
Dorm, (re-entering with Oldkat.) Here is the 

sleepv vermin. 
Old, It has been day this two hours. 
Plot. Then 'tis time for me to go to bed. 20 

Dorm, Would my hour were come once ! 
Plot, Keep out daylight, and set up a fresh taper. 
Dorm, By that time we have dinea, he will hiave 

slept out his first sleep. 
Old, And after supper call for his breakfast. 
Plot, You are sure tis morning ? 
Dorm, As sure as I am sleepy. 



II. 
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CXXXIV. (O.) 

THE GENTLEMAN OF VENICE : 
A TRAGICOMEDY. 

BY THE SAHB. 

GlOYANHi, ofwMe extraction, but brought upiiGardener, 
and ignorant of any greater bir^ /oomBbllattba, a 
Princeu; and is beloved a^^in, 

BeLLAXTRA. GlOYARlO. 

BeU, How now, GioYanni ? 
What, with a sword ! You were not nsed to appear 
Urns arm'd ; your weapon is a spade, I take it. 

Oio, It did become my late profession. Madam ; 
But I am changed. 

Bell, Not to a soldier ? 

Oio, It is a title, Madam, will much grace me ; 
And with the best collection of my thongnts, 
I haYe ambition to the wars. 

Bell, You haYe ? 10 

Oio, 0, 'tis a braYe profession, and rewards 
All loss we meet, with double weight in glory, 
A calling, princes still are proud to own ; 
And some do willingly forget their crowns 
To be commanded. Tis the spring of all 
We here entitle fame to ; Emperors, 
And all degrees of honours, oiiving all 
Their names to this employment ; in her Yast 
And circular embraces nolding Ein^, 
And making them ; and yet so kind, as not 20 

To exclude such priYate things as I, who may 
Learn and commence in her great arts. — ^My life 
Hath been too useless to my self and coundry ; 
'Tis time I should employ it, to deserve 
A name within their registry, that bring 
The wealth, the harvest, home of well-bought honour. 

Bell, Yet I can see 
Through all this revolution, Giovanni ; 
'Tis something else hath wrought this violent change. 
Prav let me be of counsel with your thoughts, 30 
Ana know the serious motive ; come, be clear. 
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I am no enemy, and can assist, 
Where I allow the cause. 

€rio. You may be angry, 
Madam, and chide it as a saucy pride 
In me, to name or look at honour ; nor 
Can I but know what small addition 
Is my unskilful arm to aid a country. 

Bell. I may therefore justly suspect there is 
Something of other force, that moves you to 
The wars. Enlarge my knowledge with the secret. 10 

€fio. At this command I open my heart, Madam. 
I must confess there is another cause, 
Which I dare not in my obedience 
Obscure, since you will call it fortii ; and yet 
I know you will laugh at me. 

Bell. It would ill 
Become my breeding, Giovanni 

Oio. Tlien, 
Enow, Madam, I am in love. 

Bell. In love ! with whom ? 20 

€Ho, With one I dare not name, she is so much 
Above my birth and fortunes. 

Bell. I commend 
Your flight. But does she know it ? 

(Ho. I durst never 
Appear with so much boldness to discover 
My heart's so great ambition ; it is here still 
A strange and ousy guest. 

Bell. And you think absence 
May cure this wound. 30 

Gio. Or death. 

Bell. I may presume 
You think she 's fair ? 

€Ko. I dare as soon question your beauty, Madam, 
The only ornament and star of Venice ; 
Pardon the bold comparison ; yet there is 
Something in you, resembles my great Mistress. — 
She blushes — {aside). 

Such very beams disperseth her bright eye. 
Powerful to restore decrepit nature ; 40 

But when she frowns, and changes from her sweet 
Aspect (as in my fears I see you now 
Ofi^nded at my boldness), she does blast 
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CXXXIY. (O.) 

THE GENTLEMAN OF VENICE : 
A TRAGICOMEDY. 

BY THE SAKE. 

Giovanni, of noble extraction, hut brought np^Gardener, 
and ignorant of any greater birth, /ovmBbllaura, a 
Princess; ana is beloved again, 

Bellaura. Giovanni. 

Bell, How now, Giovanni ? 
What, with a sword ! You were not used to appear 
Tfans arm*d ; your weapon is a spade, I take it. 

Oio, It dia become my late profession, Madam ; 
But I am changed. 

Bell, Not to a soldier ? 

CHo, It is a title, Madam, will much erace me ; 
And with the best collection of my thon^ts, 
I have ambition to the wars. 

Bell. You have ? 10 

Gfio. 0, 'tis a brave profession, and rewards 
All loss we meet, with double weight in glory, 
A calling, princes stUl are proud to own ; 
And some do willingly forget their crowns 
To be commanded. Tis the spring of all 
We here entitle fame to ; Emperors, 
And all degrees of honours, owjng all 
Their names to this employment ; in her vast 
And circular embraces holding Eines, 
And making them ; and yet so kina, as not 20 

To exclude such private things as I, who may 
Learn and commence in her great arts. — My life 
Hath been too useless to my self and country ; 
'Tis time I should employ it, to deserve 
A name within their registry, that bring 
The wealth, the harvest, home of well-bought honour. 

Bell, Yet I can see 
Through all this revolution, Giovanni ; 
'Tis something else hath wrought this violent change. 
Pray let me be of counsel with your thoughts, 80 
Ana know the serious motive ; come, be clear. 
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I am no enemy, and can assist, 
Where I allow the cause. 

Gio, You may be angry, 
Madam, and chide it as a saucy pride 
In me, to name or look at honour ; nor 
Can I but know what small addition 
Is my imskilful arm to aid a country. 

Belt I may therefore justly suspect there is 
Something of other force, that moves you to 
The wars. Enlarge my knowledge with the secret. 10 

Oio, At this command I open my heart, Madam. 
I must confess there is another cause, 
"Which I dare not in my obedience 
Obscure, since you will call it forth ; and yet 
I know you will laugh at me. 

Bell It would ill 
Become my breeding, Giovanni. 

Oio, Then, 
Enow, Madam, I am in love. 

Bell, In love ! with whom ? 20 

Oio, With one I dare not name, she is so much 
Above my birth and fortunes. 

Bell, I commend 
Your flight. But does she know it ? 

Oio. I durst never 
Appear with so much boldness to discover 
My heart's so great ambition ; it is here stiU 
A strange and Dusy guest 

Bell. And you think absence 
May cure this woimd. 30 

Gio. Or death. 

Bell, I may presume 
You think she *s fair ? 

Gio, I dare as soon question your beauty, Madam, 
The only ornament ana star of Venice ; 
Pardon the bold comparison ; yet there is 
Something in you, resembles my great Mistress. — 
She blushes — {aside). 

Such very beams disperseth her bright eye, 
Powerful to restore decrepit nature ; 40 

But when she frowns, and changes from her sweet 
Aspect (as in my fears I see you now 
Of^nded at my boldness), she does blast 



226 JAMES 8HTRLET. 



CXZXIY. (O.) 

THE GENTLEMAN OF VENICE : 
A TRAGICOMEDY. 

BY THE SAME. 

Giovanni, ofwMt extractionf but hrcvgkt tt^n Qurdener, 
and igfunurU of any greaUr births /ovmBsllaura., a 
Princets; ana is beloved again, 

BeLLAURA. GlOVAlVNI. 

JBeU. How now, Giovanni ? 
What, with a sword ! You were not used to appear 
Tims arm'd ; your weapon is a spade, I take it. 

Olo, It dia become my late profession, Madam ; 
But I am changed. 

Bell, Not to a soldier ? 

Oio, It is a title, Madam, will much erace me ; 
And with the best collection of my thou^ts, 
I have ambition to the wars. 

Bell, You have ? 10 

Gfio, 0, 'tis a brave profession, and rewards 
All loss we meet, with double weight in glory, 
A calling, princes still are proud to own ; 
And some do willingly forget their crowns 
To be commanded. 'Tis the spring of all 
We here entitle fame to ; Emperors, 
And all degrees of honours, owing all 
Their names to this employment ; in her vast 
Atid circular embraces holding E^ines, 
And making them ; and yet so kina, as not 20 

To exclude such private things as I, who may 
Learn and commence in her great arts. — My life 
Hath been too useless to my self and country ; 
'Tis time I should employ it, to deserve 
A name within their registry, that bring 
The wealth, the harvest, home of well-bought honour. 

Bell. Yet I can see 
Through all this revolution, Giovanni ; 
'Tis sometiiing else hath wrought this violent change. 
Pray let me be of counsel with your thoughts, 80 
Ana know the serious motive ; come, be clear. 
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I am no enemy, and can assist, 
Where I allow the cause. 

Gio, You may be angry, 
Madam, and chide it as a saucy pride 
In me, to name or look at honour ; nor 
Can I but know what small addition 
Is my unskilful arm to aid a country. 

Belt. I may therefore justly suspect there is 
Something of other force, that moves you to 
The wars. Enlarge my knowledge with the secret. 10 

Gio. At this command I open my heart, Madam. 
I must confess there is another cause. 
Which I dare not in my obedience 
Obscure, since you will call it forth ; and yet 
1 know you will laugh at me. 

Bell It would ill 
Become my breeding, Giovanni 

Oio, Then, 
Enow, Madam, I am in love. 

BelL In love ! with whom ? 20 

Oio, With one I dare not name, she is so much 
Above my birth and fortunes. 

Bell. I commend 
Your flight. But does she know it ? 

Oio. I durst never 
Appear with so much boldness to discover 
My heart's so great ambition ; it is here still 
A strange and busy guest. 

Bell. And you think absence 
May cure this woimd. 30 

6io. Or death. 

Bell. I may presume 
You think she *s fair ? 

Oio. I dare as soon question your beauty, Madam, 
The only ornament ana star of Venice ; 
Pardon the bold comparison ; yet there is 
Something in you, resembles my great Mistress. — 
She blushes — (aside). 

Such very beams disperseth her bright eye. 
Powerful to restore decrepit nature ; 40 

But when she frowns, and changes from her sweet 
Aspect (as in my fears I see you now 
Offended at my boldness), she does Uast 



226 JAMBS 8HTRLET. 



CXXXIV. (o.) 

THE GENTLEMAN OF VENICE : 
A TRAGICOMEDY. 

BY THE SAME. 

Giovanni, ofiuibU extraction^ bvi brought vp^OardentTf 
and iffjwrant of any greater births loves BSLLATTBULf a 
Princess ; ana is bdoved again. 

Bellauba. Giovanni. 

Bell. How now, Giovanni ? 
What, with a sword ! You were not used to appear 
Thus arm'd ; your weapon is a spade, I take it. 

Oio. It dia become my late profession, Madam ; 
But I am changed. 

Bell. Not to a soldier ? 

Oio. It is a title, Madam, will much grace me ; 
And with the best collection of my thou^ts, 
I have ambition to the wars. 

Bell. You have ? 10 

Gfio. 0, 'tis a brave profession, and rewards 
All loss we meet, with double weight in glory, 
A calling, princes still are proud to own ; 
And some do willingly forget their crowns 
To be commanded. 'Tis the spring of all 
We here entitle fame to ; Emperors, 
And all degrees of honours, owjng all 
Their names to this employment ; in her vast 
And circular embraces holding Kines, 
And making them ; and yet so kina, as not 20 

To exclude such private things as I, who may 
Learn and commence in her great arts. — My life 
Hath been too useless to my self and country ; 
'Tis time I should employ it, to deserve 
A name within their registry, that bring 
The wealth, the harvest, home of well-bought honour. 

Bell. Yet I can see 
Through all this revolution, Giovanni ; 
'Tis something else hath wrought this violent change. 
Pray let me be of counsel with your thoughts, 30 
Ana know the serious motive ; come, be clear. 
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I am no enemy, and can assist, 
Where I allow the cause. 

CHx>. You may he angry, 
Madam, and chide it as a saucy pride 
In me, to name or look at honour ; nor 
Can I hut know what small addition 
Is my unskilful arm to aid a country. 

Bell, I may therefore justly suspect there is 
Something of other force, that moves you to 
The wars. Enlarge my knowledge with the secret. 10 

CKo, At this command I open my heart, Madam. 
I must confess there is another cause, 
Which I dare not in my ohedience 
Ohscure, since you will call it forth ; and yet 
I know you will laugh at me. 

Bell It would ill 
Become my breeding, Giovanni 

Oio, Then, 
Know, Madam, I am in love. 

BelL In love ! with whom ? 20 

Oio, With one I dare not name, she is so much 
Above my birth and fortunes. 

Bell. I commend 
Your flight. But does she know it ? 

€Ho. I durst never 
Appear with so much boldness to discover 
!My heart's so great ambition ; it is here stiU 
A strange and ousy guest. 

Belh And you think absence 
May cure this woimd. 30 

Gio. Or death. 

Bell, I may presume 
You think she *s fair ? 

Oio, I dare as soon question your beauty, Madam, 
The only ornament ana star of Venice ; 
Pardon the bold comparison ; yet there is 
Something in you, resembles my great Mistress. — 
She blushes — {aside). 

Such very beams disperseth her bright eye. 
Powerful to restore decrepit nature ; 40 

But when she frowns, and changes from her sweet 
Aspect (as in my fears I see you now 
Onendea at my boldness), she does blast 
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Foot Giovanni thos, and thus I wither 
At heart, and wish myself a thing lost in 
My own forgotten dost ! 



CXXXT. 

THE LADY OF PLEASURE : A COMEDY. 

BY THE SAMS. 

Sib Thomas Bob^tbwell expottulatet wiik his Lady 
<m ier extrawa^ance and l&re <^phiumrt. 

BOBNBWELL. ABBTINA, Aw lodjf. 

Are, 1 am angry with myself^ 
To be so miserably restrain'd in things. 
Wherein it doth concern your loTe and honour 
To see me satisfied. 

Bcr. In what, Aretina, 
Dost thou accuse me ? have I not obey'd 
All thy desires ? against mine own opinion. 10 

Qnitted the count^, and remoy'd the hope 
Of our return, by sale of that £ur lordship 
We liVd in ? chang'd a calm and retired fife 
For this wild town, composed of noise and chaise ! 

Are, What charge, more than is necessary for 
A lady of my birth and education % 

Bar. I am not ignorant how much nobility 
Flows in your blood ; your kinsmen great and powerful 
In the state ; but with this, lose not you memory 
Of being my wife. I shall be studious, 20 

Madam, to give the dignity of your birth 
All the best ornaments which become my fortune ; 
But would not flatter it, to ruin both, 
And be the fable of the town, to teach 
Other men wit by loss of mine, employ'd 
To serve your vast expenses. 

Are. Am I then 
Brought in the balance ? so, sir ! 

Bor. Though you weigh 
Me in a partial scale, ray heart is honest : 30 

And must take liberty to think you have 
Obey'd no modest counsel to eflfect, 
Nay, study ways of pride and costly ceremouy ; 
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Your change of gaudy furniture, and pictures, 
Of this Italian master, and that Dutchman ; 
Your mighty looking-glasses, like artillery, 
Brought nome on engines ; the superfluous plate 
Antique and novel ; vanities of tires, 
Fourscorepound suppers for my lord, your kinsman. 
Banquets for t' other lady aunt, and cousins ; 
And perfumes that exceed all ; train of servants. 
To stifle us at home, and shew abroad 
More motley than the French, or the Venetian, 10 
About your coach, whose rude postilion 
Must pester every narrow lane, till passen^^ers 
And tradesmen curse your choking up their stalls. 
And common cries pursue vour ladyship, 
For hind'ring of their market. 

Are. Have you done, sir ? 

Bor. I could accuse the gaiety of your wardrobe, 
And prodigal embroideries, under which, 
Rich satins, plushes, cloth of silver, dare 
Not shew their own complexions ; your jewels, 20 
Able to burn out the spectators' eyes, 
And shew like bonfires on you by the tapers : 
Something might here be spared, with safety of 
Your birth and honour, since the truest wealth 
Shines from the soul, and draws up just admirers.— 
I could urge something more. 

Are. ftay, do. I like 
Your homily of thrift. 

Bor. I could wish, madam, 
You would not game so much. 80 

Are. A gamester, too ! • 

Bor. But are not come to that acquaintance vet, 
Should teach you skill enough to raise your pront. 
You look not through the subtlety of cards, 
And mysteries of dice ; nor can you save 
Charge with the box, buy petticoats and pearls. 
And Keep your family bv the precious income ; 
Nor do 1 wish you should : my poorest servant 
Shall not upbraid my tables, nor his hire 
Purchas'd beneath my honour : you make play 40 
Not a pastime but a tyranny, and vex 
Yourself and my estate by 't. 

Are. Good ! proceed. 



9ffi .....MmmmiMtmr. 



Ton iSym thAa pane ; your nnli in tbe aMit^ 
Tov mMtlBgi oUl'd Um ball to wliioh rqNdr, 
AitofhAooart ofploAsura, all your gaUaati 
49A ladiB% tiuthor bound by a mbpoiia 
Of Taniia and aniaU Oapd'a Id^ dmaaaon « 
Tb but ^ Familjir of LoTt, tranilafed 
Into mora ooatly am t tlMte waa a play on% 
And bad the poet not been brib'd to a nodaat 
luanaiiim of ymur antio gimbok in't, "10 

Soma daifca bad been ^seofar'cL and ttft daadi too 
In tima be may rapent^ and make aoma blodik 
To aee fbe aooond part dano'd on tbe atega. 
Mj tiioiiAbie aoqmt yon fiur diabononrii^ ma 
Br any fonl aot ; but tbe Tirtnona know, 
tli^not enodgb to dear oiizielvea» bat tbe 
Snnioiona (tf onr abame. 

An. HaTe yon oondnded 
Toor leotue f 

Bmr. I bare done ; and bowaoem 90 

lEy language may appear to yon, it oaniM 
Ko oibar t£an my nar and jnat intnt 
To vour deligbta, witboat curb to their nto^Mt 
Ana nebie freedom. 

An. I II not be so tedious 
In my reply ; bnt, without art or eleganoe 
Aasore you I keep still my first opinion ; 
And though you veil your avaricious meaning 
With handsome names of modesty and thrift, 

Ffind YOU would intrench and wound tiie libertr 80 
vaa bom with. Were my desires unpriTilegeoL 
fiy example, while my judgment thougnt 'em fit» 
You ought not to oppose : out when the praetioe 
And track of every nouourable lady 
AntboaiBe me, I take it great iiigustioe 
To have my pleasures ciroumsonb'd and taught me* 

[Thb dialogue is in the very spirit of the recriminat- 
ing scenes Mtween Lord and Lady Townley in the 
Bravoked Husband. It is diffloult to befieve, but it 
mi»t have been Vanbrugh's prototype.] 
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CXXXVI. 

THE POLITICIAN : A TRAGEDY. 

BT THE SAME. 

Marpisa widow of Count Altomarus is advanced to he 
Queen to the KiSQ of Norway, hi/ the practices ofh/er 
'paramour Gotharus. She has hy her first husband a 
young son Haraldus ; to secure whcae succession to 
the crown hy the aid o/Qothabxjs {inmr^udice of the 
hinges son, the lawfvd heir) she tells (iOTHARns that 
thechild is his. He believes her, and tells Haraldus ; 
who tfiking to heart his mother^s dishonour, and his 
own stain of bastardy, falls into a mortal sicJmess, 

Queen. Haraldus. 

Queen. How is it with my child ? 

Har, I know you love me : 
Yet I must tell you truth, I cannot live. 
And let this comfort you, death will not come 
Unwelcome to your son. I do not die 
Against my will ; and having my desires, 
You have less cause to mourn. 

Queen. What is 't hath made 
The thought of life unpleasant ? which does court 
Thy dweUing here, with all delights that nature 10 
And art can study for thee, rich in all things 
Thy wish can be ambitious of, yet all 
These treasures nothing to thy mother's love, 
Which, to enjoy thee, would defer a while 
Her thought of going to heaven. 

Har. take heed, mother. 
Heaven has a spacious ear, and power to punish 
Your too much love with my eternal absence. 
I beg yourprayers and blessing. 

Q^ubeen. Tnou art dejected. 20 

Have but a will, and live. 

Har. 'Tis in vain, mother. 

Queen. Sink with a fever into earth ! 
Look up, thou shalt not die. 

Har. I have a wound within, 
You do not see, more killing than all fevers. 

Queen, A wound ! where ? who has murther'd thee ? 
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Har, Gotharus 

Q^ieen, Ha ! faries persecute him I 

Har, pray for him : 
It is my duty, though he gave me death. 
Ho is my fatner. 

Quun, How f thy father ! 

Hwr, Ho told me so, and with that breath deatroy'd 
me. 
I felt it strike upon my spirits. Mother, 
Would I had ne er been bom ! 

Queen* Belieye him not. 10 

Har, Oh, do not add another sin to what 
Is done already ; death is charitable, 
To quit me from the scorn of all the world. 

Qu^en, By all my hopes, Gotharus has abused thee. 
Thou art the lawful burthen of my womb ; 
Thy father Altomarus. 

Har, Ha! 

Queen, Before whose spirit (long since taken up 
To meet with saints and troops angelical) 
I dare again repeat, thou art nis son. 20 

H(vr, Ten thousand blessings now reward my 
mother ! 
Speak it again, and I may live : a stream 
Of pious joy runs through me ; to my soul 
You *ve struck a harmony, next that in heaven. 
Can you, without a blush, call me your child. 
And son of Altomams ? all that 's holy 
Dwell in your blood for ever ! speak it once, 
Hut once a^ain. 

Qtt€cn, Were it my latest breath ; 
Thou 'rt his and mine. 30 

Har. Enough, my tears do flow 
To give you thanks for't: I would you could resolve 

mo 
But one truth more ; why did my lord Gotharus 
Call me the issue of his blood ? 

(^i4^cii. Alas, 
Ho thinks thou art. 

Har. What are those words ? I am 
Undone again. 

Qtuau Ha ! 

Har. 'Tis too late 40 

To call 'em back. He thinks I am his son. 
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Queen. I have confessed too much, and tremble 
with 
The imagination. Forgive me, child, 
And heaven, if there be mercy to a crime 
So black, as I must now, to quit thy fears, 
Say I 've been guilty of. We have been sinftd, 
And I was not imwilling to oblige 
His active brain for thy advancement, by 
Abusing his belief thou wert his own. 
But thou hast no such stain ; thy birth is innocent, 
Or may I perish ever ! 'tis a stranse 10 

Confession to a child, but it may drop 
A balsam to thy wound. Live, my Maraldus, 
If not for this, to see mv penitence. 
And with what tears I 'U wash away my sin. 

Rot. I am no bastard then ? 

Queen, Thou art not. 

Ear, But 
I am not found, while you are lost. Ko time 
Can restoreyou. My spirits faint. 

Queen, Will nothing comfort thee ? 20 

Bar, Give me your blessing ; and, within my 
heart, 
I '11 pray jovl may have many. My soul flies 
'Bove this vain world: good mother, close mine 
eyes. 

Queen. Never died so much sweetness in his years. * 



cxxxvii. (g.) 
THE ASPARAGUS GARDEN : A COMEDY. 

BT BICHARD BBOOME. 

Private Conference. 

Father-in-Law, You 'U not assault me in my own 
house, nor urge me beyond my patience with your 
borrowing attempts. 

Spendmrift Knight, I have not used the word of 
loan or borrowing : 
Only some private conference I requested. 

* Mamillns In the Winter's Tale in this manner droopa and 
dies from a conceit of bis mother's dishonour. 
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FcUh, Private conference ! a new-ooined word for 
borrowing of money. I tell you, your very face, 
your countenance, tho' it be glossed with knight- 
hood, looks so borrowingly, that the best words you 
?'ve me are as dreadful as Stand and Deliver.— 
our riotousness abroad, and her long night-watch- 
ings at home, shortened my daught^'s days, and 
cast her into her grave ; and 'twas not long before 
all her estate was buried too. 

Spend, I wish my life might have excused 10 
Hers far more precious ; never had a man 
A juster cause to mourn. 

FcUh, Nor moum'd more justly, it ia your only 
wearing ; you have just none other ; nor have had 
any means to purchase better any thne those seven 
years, I take it ; by which means you have got the 
name of the Mourning Enight. 

TiMOTHT HoTDBN, the Yeoman's Son, desires to he rnade 
a Chntlemaiu He consults with his friends, 

Moneylack, Well, Sir, we will take the speediest 
course with you. 

Hoyd, But must I bleed ? 

Mon, Yes, you must bleed ; your father's blood 
must out. ■ 20 

He was but a Yeoman, was he ? 

Hoyd. As rank a clown (none dispraised) as any 
in Somersetshire. 

Mon. His foul rank blood of bacon and jjease 
porritch 
Must out of you to the last dram — 

Springe. Fear nothing, Sir. 
Your blood shall be taken out by degrees ; and your 
veins replenished with pure blood still, as you lose 
thepuddle. 28 

Jaoyd, I was bewitch'd, I think, before I was 
begot, to have a clown to my father. Yet my 
mother said she was a gentlewoman. 

Spt\ Said ! what will not women say ? 

Mon. Be content, Sir ; here 's half a labour 
saved : you shall bleed but of one side. The mother 
vein shall not be pricked. 
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Old Striker, c^fler a quarrelling baut wUh old 

Touchwood. 

T(yuehioood. I have put him into these fits this 
forty years, and nope to choke him at last. 

[Aside; cmdexit. 

Striker, Huh, huh, huh ! so he is gone, the 
villain 's gone in hopes that he has killed me, when 
my comfort is he has recovered me. I was heart- 
sick with a conceit, which lay so mingled with my 
phlegm, that I had perished if I had not broke it, 
and made me spit it out ; hem, he is gone, I '11 home 
merrily. I would not he should know the eood he 
has done me for half my estate ; nor would I be at 

geace with him to save it all. I would not lose his 
atred for all the good neighbourhood of the parish. 
His malice works upon me 12 

Past aU the drugs and all the Doctor's counsels. 
That e'er I coped with ; he has been my vexation 
E'er since my wife died ; if the rascal knew it. 
He would be friends, and I were instantly 
But a dead man ; I could not get another 
To anger me so handsomely. 



cxxxviii. (o.) 
THE ANTIPODES: A*^ COMEDY. 

BY THE SAME. 

DirectioTu to Players. 

Nohlejnan, Mv actors 

Are all in readiness, and I think all perfect 20 

But one, that never will be perfect in a thing 

He studies ; yet he makes such shifts extempore, 

(Knowing the purpose what he is to speak to), 

That he moves mirth in me 'bove all the rest, 

For I am none of those Poetic Furies, 

That threats the actor's life, in a whole Play 

That adds a snrllable, or takes away. 

If he can fribble through, and move delight 

In others, I am pleased. — ♦ • ♦ ♦ 

Let me not see yon now, 30 



In tlM sdhoUutie waj rtm broa^t to town witlr yon, 

"^th flee-Mw, aaok-a-aown, like a sawyer ; 

Her in a oomio eoene play Heroolea VmBOM, 

Teving jonr throat to split the aiulienie' ean ; — 

And yoQ, Sb, yon had got a triok of late 

Of hdldlag oat your breedh in a eet neeoh ; 

Your fingm fibolating on yonr bveast, 

Am if your battona on your bandstringa wen 

Halpa to your memoiry ; let me see yon in 't 

Ho moiey I dhaige yon. No^ nor yon, Sb, 10 

1m that o'er-aotion of your lege I told yon ot 

Tour lin^es and yonr doableii--look yon — ^tnoa-*- 

LQes one of the danaing-maeten of the bear-gnden ; 

And when yon Ve gpoke, at end of ereiy mnhy 

Not minding the reply, yon torn yon romid 

Am tamblers do, when betwixt efory feat 

They gather wind by firiung up tiieir breeehea. 

1 11 none of theee absnrditieB in my bonee ; 

Bat wocds and actiona married ao togethiv, 

That ehall atrike hannony in the ean and eyea W 

Of the soTereat, if jndicioas, eritioB. 

Ftayen. My Lord, we are oomoted. 

Nobknum, Go, be ready. — 
Bnt yon, Sir, are incorrigible, and 
Take licence to yoorself to add onto 
Your parts your own free fancy ; and sometimes 
To alter or oimiDish what the writer 
With care and skill composed ; and when you are 
To speak to your co-actors in the scene, 
You nold iuterloq^utions with the audience. 80 

Player, That is a way, my Lord, has been allowed 
On elder stages, to move mirth and lau^tor. 

Nobleman. Yes, in the days of Tarleton and 
Eemp, 
Before the Stage was purged irom barbarism. 
And brought to the perfection it now shines with. 
Then Foob and Jesters spent their wits, becanae 
The Poets were wise enough to save their own 
For profitabler uses. — 

A doctor kumours his pcUieiUf toko %» crated wiik readima 
lying hooks of travels^ by pretending that he hxwm(f 
ha* been a great traveller in hit time. 
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Pebborinb, the patient. DooTOB. Ladt. 

Per, All the world over have you been ? 

Doctor. Over and under too. 

Per. In the Antipodes ? 

Doct. Yes, through and through. 
Nor isle nor ancle in the other world 
But I have mac^ discovery of. Do jon 
Think, Sir, to the Antipodes such a journey ? 

Per. I think there s none beyond it, and that 
Mandevil 
Was the only man came near it. 

Doct. Mandevil went fax. 1<^ 

Per. Beyond all English legs that I can read of. 

DocL What think you, Sir, of Drake, our fiunoua 
countryman ? 

Per. Drake was a Didapper to MandevlL 
Candish and Hawkins, Frobisher, all our vovagers 
Went short of Mandevil : but had he reach'd 
To this place — here — yes here^-this wilderness, 
And seen the trees of the sun and moon, that tpeak, 
And told King Alexander of his death ; 
Ho then 

Had left a passage ope for travellers, 20 

That now is kept and guarded by wild beasts ; 
Dragons and serpents, elephants white and blue ; 
Unicorns and lions, of many colours ; 
And monsters more, as numberless as nameless. 

Doct. Stay there — 

Per. Read here else ; can you read ? 
Is it not true ? 

Doct. No truer, than I have seen it. 
You hear me not deny that all is true 
That Mandevil delivers of his travels ; 80 

Yet I myself may be as well believed. 

Per. Sinceyou speak reverently of him, say on. 

Doct. Of Europe I'll not speak, 'tis too near 
home ; 
Who 's not familiar with the Spanish garb, 
Th' Italian cringe, French shrug, and German hug? 
Nor will I trouUe you with my observations 
Fetch'd from Arabia, Paphlagonia, 
Mesopotamia, Mauritania, 
Syria, Thessalia, Persia, India ; 







An itfll k too hmt home : tho' I liaT6 toooh'd 

Tlw okNidi upon the P^renean monnttin^ 

And been on I^aphoB hill, where I have Icui'd 

Hie hnagB of bright Venus ; all k still 

Too notr home to be boasted. Thij •oand 

la a fiur traTeller^s ear, 

like the reports of those, that 

Hafe pot wxt on retnms firom Edinl 

FniiL or Venioe ; or perhaps Madrid, 

WUflwraMiUanerniaYwithhalfaiiose 10 

anuU oat lus way : ana is not near so diffloQlii 

Am for some man in debt, and onproteoted, 

Ti> walk firom Oharing Oross to the Old iB»wliMi|p, 

Vo^ I will pitch no nearer than the Antipodet ; 

niat which is fiirthest distant ; foot to mot 

Agiinat onr region.. 

Jwj y . What, with their heels upwards t 
BlasB nsy how 'soape they breakiiig of their neolai t 

JkL They walk upon firm euSi, as we do hsve ; 
And haye the firmament oyer their heads^ 90 

As we haye here. 

Lady. And yet just under ns 1 
When is Hell thenf if they, whose feet are towards 



At the lower part of the world, haye Heayen too 
Beyofui their neads, where 's Hell ? 

boet. You may find that 
Without enquiry. 

SceMf at the Antipodet. 

N.B. — In the Antijoodes, everything goes contrary to 
our manners; wives rule their husbands; servants 
govern their masters ; old men go to school a^ia, dkc 

Son. Sbbyant. Gentleman, and Ladt, natives, 
English Tbavelleb. 

Servcmt (to his yotmg Master), How well you saw 
Your fiiither to school to-day, knowing how apt 
He is to f^y the truant ! 30 

^Son, But he is not 
let gone to school ? 

Servant, Stand by, and you shall see. 



f...*'i 



THE AITTIPODES. 239 

J^iUer three Old Men mth mtchelt. 

All three (singing). Domine, domine, duster : 

Three knaves in a cluster. 
Son, this is gallant pastime. Nay, come on. 
Is this your school ? was tnat your lesson, ha ? 
Is^ Old Man, Pray now, good son, indeed, in- 
deed — 
Son, Indeed 
You shall to school. Away with him ; and take 
Their wagships with him, the whole cluster of 'em. 
27ul 0& mom. You sha'nt send us now, so you 

sha'nt — 
3rrf Old Man, We be none of your father, so we 
be'n't. 10 

S&n, Away with 'em, I say : and tell their school- 
mistress 
What truants they are, and bid her pay 'em soundly. 
All three. Oh, oh, oh ! 
Lady. Alas ! will nobody beg pardon for 
The poor old boys ? 
Miglish Trcrnller, Do men of such fair years 

here go to school ? 
Oentlmian, They would die dunces else. 
These were great scnolars in their youth ; but when 
Age grows upon men here, their learning wastes, 
And so decays, that if they live until 20 

Threescore, their sons send them to school again ; 
They 'd die as speechless else as new-bom children. 
English Traveller, 'Tis a wise nation ; and the 
piety 
Of the young men most rare and commendable. 
Yet give me, as a stranger, leave to beg 
Their liber^ this djy. 
Son, 'Tis grantedL 
Hold up your heads, and thank the gentleman, 
lake scholars, with your heels now. 

All three. Oratias, gratias, groHas, 30 

[Exeunt singing. 



240 ROBIRT DAVENPORT. 

CXXXIX. 

THE TRAGEDY OF NERO. 

AUTHOR UNKNOWN. 

SceniooU PersoncUum. 

'Tis better in a play 
Be Agamemnon, than himself indeed. 
How oft, with danger of the field beset, 
Or with home-mutinies, would he un-be 
Himself ; or, over cruel altars weeping, 
Wish, that with putting off a vizud he 
Might his true inward sorrow lav aside I 
The shows of things are better than themaelyes. 
How doth it stir thia airy part of us 
To hear our poets tell imagined fights lO 

And the strange blows that feigned courage gives. 
When I Achilles hear upon the stage 
Speak honour and the greatness of nis soul, 
liethinks I too could on a Phrygian spear 
Ron boldly, and make tales for after times : 
But when we come to act it in the deed. 
Death mars this bravery, and the ugly fears 
Of th* other world sit on the proudest brow : 
And boasting valour loseth his red cheek. 



CXL. (g. ) 
THE CITY NIGHT-CAP : A TRAGICOMEDY. 

BY ROBERT DAVENPORT. 

Lorenzo Medico suborns three Slaves to swear faUUy to 
an adultery between his virtiums Wife Abstrmia, and 
his Friend Philippo. They give their tettimony 
b^ore the Duke of Verona, and the Senators. 

Phil. — liow soon 20 

Two souls, more precious than a pair of worlds, 
Are levell'd below death ! 

Abst. Oh hark ! did you not hear it ? 

Sen. What, Lady ? 
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Ahst. This hour a pair of glorious towers are fallen ; 
T\vo godly buildings oeaten with a breath 
Beneath the grave : you all have seen this day 
A pair of souls both cast and kiss'd away. 

Sen, What censure gives your Grace f 

Duke, In that I am kinsman 
To the accuser, that I might not appear 
Partial in judgment, let it seem no wonder, 
If unto your Gravities I leave 

The following sentence : but as Lorenzo stands 10 
A kinsman to Yerona, so forget not, 
Abstemia still is sister unto Venice. 

Phil. Misery of goodness I 

Ahst, Oh Lorenzo Medico, 
Abstemia's lover once, when he did vow, 
And when I did believe ; then when Abstemia 
Denied so many princes for Lorenzo, 
Then when you swore: — Oh maids, how men can 

weep ! 
Print protestations on their breasts, and sigh, 
And look so truly, and then weep again, 20 

And then protest again, and agam mssemble ! — 
When once enjoy'd, like strange sights, we grow stale, 
And find our comforts, like their wonder, fail. 

FhiL Oh Lorenzo ! 
Look upon tears, each one of which well- valued. 
Is wortn the pity of a king ; but thou 
Art harder far tnan rocks, and canst not prize 
The precious waters of truth's injured eyes. 

Lot, Please your Grace, proceed to censure. 

Diike, Thus 'tis decreed, as these Lords have set 
down, 30 

Against all contradiction : Signor Philippo, 
In that you have thus grossly. Sir, dishonour'd 
Even our blood itself, in this rude injury 
Lights on our kinsman, his prerogative 
Implies death on your trespass ; but (your merit 
Of more antiquity than is your trespass). 
That death is blotted out ; and in the place 
Banishment writ, perpetual banishment, 
On pain of death if you return, for ever 
From Yerona and her su^nories. 

PhU, Yerona is kino. 40 

II. Q 
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Sen, Unto you, Madam, 
This censure is allotted : your high blood 
Takes off the danger of the law ; nay from 
Even banishment itself : this Lord, your husband, 
Sues only for a legal fair divorce, 
Which we think ^ood to grant, the church aUowing : 
And in that the injury 
Chiefly reflects on him, he hath free license 
To marry when and whom he pleases. 

Abst. I thank ye, 10 

That you are favourable unto my Love, 
Whom yet I love and weep for. 

Phil. Farewell, Lorenzo, 
This breast did never yet harbour a thought 
Of thee, but man was in it, honest man : 
There 's all the words that thou art worth. Of your 

Grace 
I humbly thus take leave. Farewell, my Lords ; — 
And lastly farewell thou, fairest of many, 
Yet by far more unfortunate ! — look up. 
And see a crown held for thee ; win it, and die 20 
Love's martyr, the sad map of injury.— 
And so remember. Sir, your injured Lady 
Has a brother yet in Venice. 

Philippo, at an after-trial^ challefiges Lorenzo. 

Phil. — in the integrity 
And glory of the cause, I throw the pawn 
Of my afdicted honour ; and on that 
I openly aflBrm your absent Lady 
Chastity's well-knit abstract ; snow in the fall. 
Purely refined by the bleak northern blast, 
Not freer from a soil ; the thoughts of infants 30 
But little nearer heaven : and if these princes 
Please to permit, before their guilty thoughts 
Injure another hour upon the Lady, 
My right-drawn sword shall prove it. — 

Abstbmia, decoyed to a Brothel in Milan, is attempted 

by the Duke's Son. 

Prince. Do you know me ? 
Abst. Yes, Sir, report hath given intelligence, 
You are the Prince, the Duke's son. 
Prince. Both in one. 
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Ahat. Report, sure, 
Spoke but hor native language ; you are none 
Of either. 

Prince. How ? 

Ahst, "Were you the Prince, you would not sure 
be slaved 
To your blood's passion. I do crave your pardon 
For my rough language. Truth hath a forehead free, 
And in the tower of her integrity 
Sits an unvanquish'd virgin. Can you imagine, 
'Twill appear possible you are the rrince ? 10 

"Why, wnen you set your foot first in this house, 
You crush'd obedient duty unto death, 
And even then fell from you your respect. 
Honour is like a goodly old house, which 
If we repair not still with virtue's hand, 
Like a citadel being madly raised on sand. 
It falls, is swallow'd, and not found. 

Prince. If thou rail upon the place, prithee how 
earnest thou hither ? 

Ahst. By treacherous intelligence ; honest men 
so, 19 

In the way ignorant, through thieves* purlieus go. — 
Are vou tne son to such a father ? 
Send him to his grave then, 
Like a white almond tree, fiill of glad days 
"With joy that he begot so good a son. 
O Sir, methinks, I see sweet Majesty 
Sit with a mourning sad face full of sorrows. 
To see you in this mace ; this is a cave 
Of scorpions and of dragons. ! turn back ; 
Toads nere engender : 'tis the steam of death ; 
The very air poisons a good man's breath. 30 

Prince. Let me borrow goodness from thy lips. 
Farewell 1 
Here *s a new wonder ; I *ve met heav'n in hell. 

Undtie praise decliTied, 

^you are far too prodigal in praise, 

And crown me with the garlands of your merit ; 
As we meet barks on rivers, — the strong gale 
Being best friends to us, — our own swift motion 
Makes us believe that t' other nimbler rows ; 
Swift virtue thinks small goodness finstest goes. 
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CXLI. (O.) 

KING JOHN AND MATILDA : A TRAGEDY. 

BT THE SAMS. 

John, not heing ahle to bring Matilda, the chatte doMgMer 
oftht old Baron Fitzwatbb, to complianot wwi kis 
withet, ooLUttt her to ht poisoned in a nunnery, 

fikSNE. — John. The Barons : they heing at yet iffnorant 
of ike warder f arid having jtut eome to cowypotiUtn 
with the King after tedious wwn. BIatilda'b hmru 
it brought in by HUBKBT. 

John. Hubert, interpret this apparition. 

Hub. Behold, sir, 
A sad-writ Tn^edy, so feelingly 
Langoaged and cast, with sudi a crafty cmelty 
Gonmyed and acted, that wUd savages, 
Satyrs, and the rude rabble of the woods, 
Would weep to lay their ears to, and (admiring 
To see themselves outdone) they would conceive 
Their wildness mildness to this deed, and ctdl 
Men more than savage, themselves rational. 
And thou, Fitzwater, reflect upon thy name,* 10 
And turn the Son of Tears ; oh, forget 
That Cupid ever spent a dart upon thee, 
That Hymen ever coupled thee, or that ever 
The hasty, happy, wiUing messenger 
Told thee thou hadst a daughter. Oh look here 
Look here, King John, and with a trembling eye 
Read your sad act, Matilda's tragedy. 

Barons. Matilda ! 

Fitzw. By the laboring soul of a much-irgured 
m-'.n. 
It is my child Matilda ! 20 

♦ Fitzwater : son of water. A striking Instance of the com- 
patibility of the serious pun with the expression of the pro- 
fonndest sorrows. Grief, aa well as joy, finds ease In thns 
playing with a word. Old John of Gaunt In Shakspeare thns 
descants on hh name: ** Gaunt, and gaunt indeed;" to a long 
string of conceits, which no one liaa erar vot felt as rldicnloaa. 
The poet Wither thus, In a iiip««nfal Miww r ti the deelioing 
estate of his family, says wttb ^ ■! MiDtS— 

The very name </ Hj^^Mm 



H^^l 
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Bruce, Sweet niece ! 

Leic, Chaste soul ! 

John, Do I stir, Chester ? 
Good Oxford, do I move ? stand I not still 
To watch when the griev'd friends of vn'ong'd 

Matilda 
Will with a thousand stabs tarn me to dust, 
That in a thousand prayers they might be happy ? 
Will no one do it ? then give a mourner room, 
A man of tears. Oh immaculate Matilda, 9 

These shed but sailing heat-drops, mialing showers, 
The faint dews of a doubtfol April morning ; 
But from mine eyes ship-sinking cataracts, 
Whole clouds of waters, wealthy exhalations, 
Shall fall into the sea of my afiuction, 
Till it amaze the mourners. 

Hxib, Unmatch'd Matilda ; 
Celestial soldier, that kept a fort of chastity 
'Gainst all temptations. 

FUzw. Not to be a Queen, 
Would she break her chaste vow : truth crowns 
your reed : 20 

JJnmoMd Matilda was her name indeed. 

John, O take into your spirit-piercing praise 
My scene of sorrow ; I have well-dad woes, 
Pathetic epithets to illustrate passion, 
And steal true tears so sweetly from all these, 
Shall touch the soul, and at once pierce and please. 

{^Peruses the motto and emblems on the hearte, 
"To Piety and Purity"— and '^LiHes mix'd with 

Roses"— 
How well you have apparell'd woe ! this pendant, 
To Piety and Purity directed. 
Insinuates a chaste soul in a clean body, 80 

Virtue's white Viradn, Chastity's red Marl^ 1 
Suffer me then wiui this well-suited wreath 
To make our griefs ingenious ; let aU be dumb. 
Whilst the king speaks her Epicedium. 

Chest. His very soul speaks sorrow. 

Oaf. And it becomes him sweetly. 

John. HaQ maid and martrr ! lo 1 on thy breast, 
Deyotion's altar, chaste Truth s nest, 
I offar (as my goilt imposes) 
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Thy merit's laurel, lilies and roses ; 

Lilies, intimatinff plain 

Thy immaculate life, stuck with no stain ; 

Boses red and sweet, to tell 

How sweet red sacrifices smelL 

Hang round then, as you walk about this hearse, 

The songs of holy hearts, sweet virtuous verse. 

FUzw, Bring Persian silks, to deck her monu- 
ment ; 

John. Arabian spices, quick'ning by their scent ; 

Mtzw. Numidian marble, to preserve her praise ; 

John, Corinthian ivory, her snape to raise : 11 

Fitssw, And write in gold upon it, — In this breast 
Virtue sate mistress, Passion but a guest. 

John. Virtue is sweet ; and, since griefs bitter be. 
Strew her with roses, and give rue to me. 

Bruce. My noble brother, I've lost a wife and 
son,* 
You a sweet daughter. Look on the kuig|8 penitence ; 
His promise for the kingdom's peace, rrefer 
A public benefit, t When it shall please, 
Let Heaven question him. Let us secure 20 

And quit the land of Lewis, t 

Mtzw. Do any thing ; 
Do all things that are honourable ; and the Great 

King 
Make you a good king, sir I and when your soul 
Shall at any time reflect upon your folHes, 
Good King John, weep, weep very heartily ; 
It will become you sweetly. At your eves 
Your sin stole m ; there pay your sacrifice. 

John. Back unto Dunmow Abbey. There we 11 

pay 

To sweet Matilda's memory, and her sufferings, 30 
A monthly obsequy, which (sweet'ned by 
The wealthy woes of a tear-teoubled eye) 
Shall by those sharp aMctions of my face 
Court mercy, and i£ake grief arrive kt grace. 

* Alao crnelly slain by the poisonlog John. 

t i.e. of peace; which this monstroos act of John's in this 
play comes to counteract, in the same way as the discovered 
Death of Prince Arthor is like to break the composition of the 
King with his Barons in Shakspeare's Play. 

X The Dauphin of France, whom they had called in, aa in 
Shakspeare's Play. 
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SONO. 

Matilda, now go take thy hed 
In the dark dwellings ojtht dead ; 
And rite in the great wakina day 
Sweet as incense, fresh as May. 

Resit thou there, duute soul^ 
Fi£d in thy proper rj^here, 
Amongst heavens fa%r ones 
All are fair ones there. 

Rest there, chaste soul, 

Whilst we here trovbled stay, 10 

Time gives us gri^s. 

Death takes our joys away, 

prhis scene has much passion and poetry in it, if I 
mistake not. The last words of Fitewater are an in- 
stance of noble temperament : but to understand him, 
the character throughout oi this mad, merry, feeling, 
insensible-seeming lord, should be read. That the 
yenomous John could haye even counterfeited repent- 
ance so well, is out of nature ; but, supposing the 
possibility, nothing is truer than the way in which it is 
managed. These old playwrights invested their bad 
characters with notions of gtwd, which could by no 
possibility have co-existed with their actions. Without 
a soul of goodness in himself, how could Shakspeare's 
Kichard the Third haye lit upon those sweet phrases 
and inducements by which he attempts to win oyer the 
dowager queen to let him wed her daughter I It is not 
Nature's nature, but Imagination's sulwtituted nature, 
which does almost as well in a fiction.] 



CXLII. (o.) 

THE DUCHESS OF SUFFOLK : AN 
HISTORICAL PLAY. 

BY THOMAS DBEWB. 

A TrougiA Pwraunt, 

The DUOHBSS, with her little chxLd, preparing to escape hy 
night from the relentless persecution ^ the Komanists. 

I>u>ch, {to the Nwtm) Give me my child, and 
mantle ; — ^now Heaven's pleasnre : 
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Farewell ;~come life or death, I '11 hug my treasure. 
Nay, chide not, pretty babe ; our enemies come : 
Thy crying will pronounce thy mother's doom. 
Be thou but stilT; 

This gate may shade us from their envious wilL [ExU. 

\A noise of Pursuers, She re-enters. 
Dueh, Oh fear, what art thou ? lend me wings to 

fly; 

Direct me in this plunge of misery. 

Nature has taught the chUd obedience ; 

Thou hast been humble to thy mother's wish. 

O let me kiss these duteous lips of thine, 10 

That would not kill thy mother with a cry. 

Now forward, whither heav'n directs, for 1 

Can guide no better than thine infancy. 

Here are two pilgrims bound for Lyon Quay,* 

And neither knows one footstep of the way. 

[Noise agam heard, 

Duch, Return you? then 'tis time to shift me 
hence. [£ant, and preseTitly re-eniers. 

Bueh. Thus far, but Heav'n knows where, we 
have escaped 
The eager pursmt of our enemies, 
Having for guidance my attentive fear. 
Still I look back, still start my tired feet, 20 

Which never till now measured London street : ^ 
My honours scom'd that custom ; they would ride ; 
Now forced to walk, more weary pain to bide. 
Thou shalt not do so, child ; 1 11 carry thee 
In Sorrow's arms to welcome misery. 
Custom must steel thy youth with pinching want, 
That thy great birth m age may bear with scant. 
Sleep peaceably, sweet duck, and make no noise ; 
Metnlnks each step is death's arresting voice. 
We shall meet nurse anon ; a dug willcome, 30 

To please my quiet infant : when, nurse, when ? 

The Duchess, persecuted from place toplcxe, vnthBvRTY, 
her htLshawij takes comfort from her Baby's smiles. 

Dueh, Yet we have 'scaped the danger of our foes ; 
And I, that whilom was exceeding wc^ 

* From which place she hopes to embark for Flanders. 
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Through my hard travail in this infant's birth, 

Am now grown strong upon necessity. 

How forwards are we towards Windham Oastle ? 

Berty. Just half our way : but we h&ye lost our 
friends, 
Thro' the hot pursuit of our enemies. 

Diush, We are not utterly devoid of friends ; 
Behold, the young Lord Willoughby smiles on us : 
And 'tis great help to have a Lord our Mend. 



cxLiii. (a.) 

THE TRUE TROJANS ; or, FUIMUS TROES : 
AN HISTORICAL PLAY. 

BY JASFEB FISHEB. 

Iwoocaiion qfilie Druidt to the Gods qf Britain, on 
the Invasion of Casdor* 

Draw near, ^e Heavenly Powers, 

Who dwell m starry bowers ; 10 

And ye, who in the deep 

On mossy pillows sleep ; 

ijid ye who keep the centre, 

Where light did never enter ; 

And ye whose habitations 

Are still among the nations, 

To see and hear our doings, 

Our births, our wars, our wooings ; 

Behold our present grief : 

Belief doth beg relief. 20 

By the vervain and lunary. 
By fern seed planetary. 
By the dreadrol misletoe 
Which doth on holy oak grow. 
Draw near, draw near, draw near. 

Help us, beset with danger, 

And turn away your anger ; 

Help us, begirt with trouble, 

And now your meroy double ; 

Help us, oppressed with sorrow^ 80 

Ana fight for us to-morrow. 
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Lrt Art cotiimim the fbamia, 
Ii0t air inftit the Roman, 
Let leas entomb their ftofy, 
Let flaping earth them hirj, 
Let ire, and air, and water, 
And earth oonepire their daiiiiB^ktar. 
Bj the Terrain, fto. 

We 11 praiae then yonr great poiirar 

Each montii, eaoh day, each hoor, 

And blaze in lasting etorj 

Yoor honour and jonr ^17. 10 

High altars lost in Ta^nr. 

Yon ng heifefs firee frcmi laboiii\ 

White lambs fbr sadk still erymg^ 

Shall make yonr mnsio dyings 

The boys and drls aroond. 

With honeysaoides cnywn'd ; 

The bards with harp and rhyming^ 

Green bays their brows entwining^ 

Sweet tone and sweeter ditt^. 

Shall chant yonr gradons pity, 90 

By the verndn, &o. 

Another, to the Moon, 
Thon Queen of HeaVn, Gommandress of the deep, 
Lady of lakes, Regent of woods and deer ; 
A Lunp dispelling irksome night ; the source 
Of generable moisture ; at whose feet, 
Wiui garments blue and rushy garlands dress'd, 
Wait ^enty thousand Naiades ! — thy crescent 
Brute elephants adore, and man doth feel 
Thy force run through the zodiac. of his limbs. 
chou first ffuide of Brutus to this isle, 
Drive back these proud usurpers from this isle. 80 
Whether the name of Cynthia's silver globe, 
Or chaste Diana with a gilded quiver, 
Or dread Proserpiuja, stem Dis's spouse. 
Or soft Lucina, call'd in child-bedT throes. 
Doth thee delight : rise with a glorious foce, 
Green drope of Nereus trickling down thy cheeks, 
And with bright horns united m full orb 
Toss high the seas, with billows beat the banks, 
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Ooignre up Neptune, and th' jSolian slayet, 
Protract both night and winter in a storm, 
That Romans lose their way, and sooner land 
At sad Avemns' than at Albion's strand. 
So may'st thou shun the Dragon's head and tail ! 
So may Endymion snort on I^tmian bed I 
80 maj the nir game fidl before thy bow 1 
Shed li^t on us, but lighfmng on our foe. 

CXLIV. (O.) 

PHILLIS OF SCYROS : A DRAMATIC 
PASTORAL. 

TILAKSLATED FBOM THE ITALIAN BY J. 8« 

True Love irremoveable by Death. 
Serpilla. Phillis. 

Ser. Thyrsis believes thee dead, and justly may 
Within his youthful breast then entertain 
New flames of love, and yet therein be free 10 

From the least show of doing injury 
To that rich beauty which he thinks extinct, 
And happily hath moum'd for long ago : 
But when he shall perceive thee here aliye, 
His old lost love will then with thee revive. 

FhU, That love, Serpilla, which can be removed 
With the light breath of an imagined death, 
Is but a faint weak love ; nor care I much 
Whether it live within, or still lie dead. 
EVn I myself believ'd him long ago 20 

Dead, and enclosed within an oaruien urn ; 
And yet, abhorring any other love, 
I only loved that pale-fisiced beauty still ; 
And those dry bones, dissolved into dust : 
And underneath their ashes kept alive 
The Hvely flames of my still-burning fire. 

Cblia, being ptU to sleq) by an ineffectual poiton, waking 
believes KerteJfto be among the dead. The old 3k^ 
herd Narvte finds hetj and re-auwret her ofhet §tdl 
being alive. 
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Shep, Oelia, thou talkest idly ; call again 
Thy wandering senses ; thou art yet alive. 
And, if thou wilt not credit what I say, 
Look up, and see the heavens turning round, 
The sun descending down into the west ; 
Which not long since thou saw'st rise in the east ; 
Observe, that with the motion of the air 
These fading leaves do fall : 
In the infernal region of the deep 
The sun doth never rise, nor ever set ; 10 

Nor doth a faUiug leaf there e'er adorn 
Those black etenutl plants. 
Thou still art on the earth 'mongst mortal men, 
And still thou livest. I am Narete. These 
Are the sweet fields of Scyros. Know'st thou not 
The meadow where the fountain springs t this wood ? 
Euro's ereat mountain, and Ormino's hill ; 
The hiU where thou wert bom ? 

TEnrBSis, wpbraided hy Phillis, for loving aTUjiher, wkiU 
he suppled her detxa, repltet — 

Th/yrsis. do not turn thy face another way. 
Perhaps thou thinkest, by denying thus 20 

That lovely visa^ to these eyes of mine, 
To punish my misdeeds : but think not so. 
Look on me still, and mark me what I say, 
(For, if thou know'st it not, I 'U tell thee then), 
A more severe revenger of thy wrongs 
Thou canst not have than those fair eyes of thine. 
Which by those shining beams that wound my heart 
Punish me more than all the world can do. 
What greater pain canst thou inflict on me. 
Than still to keep as fire before my face 80 

That lovely beauty, which I have betrayed ; 
That beauty, I have lost ? 

NlQHT hreaJcs off her speech,* 
Night, But stay ! for there methinks I see the 
Sun, 
Eternal Painter, now begin to rise. 
And limn the heavens in vermilion dye ; 
And having dipped his pencil, aptly framed. 
Already in the colour of the mom, 
With various temper he doth mix in one 

* In the Prologue. 
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Darkness and Light : and drawing onrioasly 

Straight golden lines quite thwart the dnskv sky, 

A rongh oranght of the day he seems to yield, 

With red and tawny in an azure field. — 

Already, by the clattering of their bits. 

Their gingung harness, and their neighing sound, 

I hear Eous and fierce Pirous 

Come panting at my back : and therefore I 

Must fly away. And yet I do not fly, 

But follow on my regulated course, 10 

And those eternal Orders I receiyed 

From the First Mover of the Uniyerse. 



CJXLV. (o.) 
ADRASTA : A TRAGI-COMEDY. 

BY JOHN JONIH. 

Dirge, 
Die, die, ah die ! 
We all must die : 
'Tis Fate's decree : 
They ask not why. 

When we were framed, the Fates consoltedlv 
Did make this law, that all things bom should 

die. 
Yet Nature stroye. 

And did deny 20 

We should be slayes 
To Destiny. 
At which, they heaped 
Such misery. 
That Nature's self 
Did wish to die : 
And thank their goodness, that they would 

foresee 
To end our cares with such a mild decree. 

Atiother. 

Come, Loyers, bring your cares. 

Bring sigh-perfumed sweets ; SO 

Bedew the eraye with tears. 

Where Dmiui with Virtue meets. 
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Sigh for the hapless hour, 
'Diat knit two hearts in one ; 
And only gave Love power 
To die, when 'twas begun. 



CXLVI. (g.) 
THE PAELIAMENT OF BEES : A MASQUK 

BY JOHN DAY.* 

XJlania, a female Bee, confesMS her poMwnfor Mblbtus, 

who loves Arbthusa. 

-not a village Fly, nor meadow Bee, 



That traffics daily on the ne^bouring plain. 

But will report, how all the Winged fiain 

Have sued to me for Love ; when we have flown 

In swarms out to discover fields new blown. 

Happy was he could find the forward'st tree, 10 

And cull the choicest blossoms out for me ; 

Of all their labours they allow'd me some 

And (like my champions) mann'd me out, and home : 

Yet loved I none of them. Philon, a Bee 

Well-skill'd in verse and amorous poesie, 

As we have sate at work, both of one Rose,t 

Has humm'd sweet Canzons, both in verse and prose. 

Which I ne'er minded. Astrophel, a Bee 

(Although not so poeticai as he) 

Yet in his fiill invention quick and ripe, 

In summer evenings, on his well-tuned pipe, 20 

Upon a woodbine blossom in the sun, 

(Our hive being clean -swept, and our day's work done), 

"Would play me twenty several tunes ; yet I 

* Whether this sinKolar prodaction, in which the characters 
are all Bees, was ever acted, I have no information to determine. 
It is at least as capable of representation as we can conceive the 
*' Birds " of Aristophanes to have been. 

t Prettily pilfered from the sweet passage in the Midsummer 
Night's Dream, whera Helena recounts to Hermia ihetr schooir 
daj^s friendship : — 

We Hermia, like two artificial gods, 
Created with our needles both one flower, 
Both on one sampler, sitting on one cushion. 
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Nor minded Astrophel, nor his melody. 

Then there 's Aminter, for whose love fair Leade 

(That pretty Bee) flies up and down the mead 

"With rivers in her eyes ; without deserving 

Sent me trim Acorn bowls of his own oarvmg, 

To drink May dews and mead in. Yet none of these,. 

My hive-bom Playfellows and fellow Bees, 

Could I affect, until this strange Bee came ; 

And him I love with such an ardent flame, 

Discretion cannot quench. — 10 

He labours and toils. 
Extracts more honey out of barren soUs 
Than twenty l&zy Drones. I 've heard my Father, J 
Steward of the Hive, profess that he had rather 
Lose half the Swarm than him. If a Bee, poor or weak,. 
Grows faint on his way, or by misfortune break 
A wing or leg against a twig ; alive, 
Or dead, he '11 bring into the Master's Hive 
Him and his burthen. But the other day, 
On the next plain there grew a mortal fray 20- 

Betwixt the Wasps and us ; the wind grew high. 
And a rough storm raged so impetuously, 
Our Bees could scarce keep wing ; then fell such rain 
It made our Colony forsake the plain. 
And fly to garrison : yet still he stood, 
And 'gainst the whole swarm made his party good ; 
And at each blow he gave, cried out His Vow, 
His VoWy wnd Arethusa ! — On each bough 
And tender blossom he engraves her name 
With his sharp sting. To Arethusa's fame SO- 

He consecrates his actions ; all his worth 
Is only spent to character her forth. 
On damask roses, and the leaves of pines, 
I 've seen him write such amorous moving lines 
In Arethusa's praise, as my poor heart 
Has, when I read them, envied her desert ; 
And wept and sigh'd to thiok that he should be 
To her so constant, yet not pity me. 

POBBBZ, Viceroy of Bees under King Obbron, 
describes his large prerogative. 

To Us (who, warranted by Oberon's love, 

Write Ourself Master Bee), both field and grove, 40 



Garden uid omhsrd, Uwna and flonny meodi, 
(WliBre the unorDtia wind plajs witli the golden headi 
OF wanton cowslips, dnisies in Oialf iirmie, 
Snn-loTingmarigolda ; the bloBsom'd thyme, 
The blue-yem'd violets and the damask roea ; 
The statfllj lay, Mistress of all those) ; 
Are allow'd and pv'n, hy Olieron's free areed, 
Patiture for me, and all my swarrns to feed. 

[ the doings, 

The births, the wars, the wooingB, 
o( thaso pretty little winged oreaturaa aro with ooa- 
tiiiued liTelinoBB portrayed throuKhont the whole of 
liis corioiis old Drama, in words whioh Bees woiiJd ialk 
with, oonld they taUc ; the very air aeema replete with 
hoimning and buixing melodies, while we read them. 
Surely Bees were never 90 be-rhymed bofora.] 



FURTHER EXTRACTS FROM THE SAME. 
Ogeroh, Fldba., a Bte. 

Ober. A female bee I thy character I 

Flo. Flora, Oberou's gaidener, IC 

Huswife both of herbs and flowers. 
To strew thy shrine, and trim thy bowers, 
With violet, rosea, eglantine, 
Dafladown, and blue columbine. 
Hath forth the bosom of the Spring 
Plnoted this nosegay, which I bring 
Fi-om Eleusis (mini! own shrine) 
To thee, a monaicli all divine ; 
And, as tnie impost of my grove. 
Present it to great Oberon's love. 2( 

Oier, Honey-daws refresh thy meads. 
Cowslips spring with golden heads ; 
Jnly-flowers and carnations wear 
Leaves double-streaked, with niBiden-hair ; 
May thy lilies taller grow. 

Thy violeta fnllw bi-' 

And last of rf — 



THE PARLIAUENT OF BEES. 267 

As thou in service tnie shalt be 
Unto our crown and royalty. 

Oberon hMs a Court, in tahich he tetUences the Wasp, 
the Drone, and the Humble Bee, for divers (fences 
against the Commonwealth of Bees* 
Obbbon. Pbobbx, his Viceroy , and other Bees, 

Pro, And whither most these flies be sent? 

Ober, To eyerlasting banishment. 
Underneath two hanging rocks 
(Where babbling Echo sits and mocks 
Poor travellers) there lies a grove, 
With whom the sun 's so out of love, 
Ho never smiles on 't : pale Despair 
Calls it his monarchal cnair. 10 

Fruit, half-ripe, hang rivell'd and shmid: 
On broken arms, torn horn the trunk : 
The moorish pools stand empty, left 
By water, stol'n by cunning theft 
To hollow banks, driven out by snakes. 
Adders, and newts, that man these lakes : 
The mossy weeds, half-swelter'd, serv'd 
As beds for vermin hunger-starved : 
The woods are yew-trees, rent and broke 
By whirlwinds ; here and there an oak, 20 

Half-cleft with thunder. To this grove 
We banish them. 

Culprits, Some mercy, Jove ! 

Ober, You should have cried so in vour youth. 
When Chronos and his daughter Trutn 
Sqjoum'd amongst you ; when you spent 
Wnole years in riotous merriment. 
Thrusting poor Bees out of their hives, 
Seizing TOtb honey, wax, and lives. 
You should have oall'd for mercy, when 80 

You impaled common blossoms, when, 
Instead of giving poor Bees fooo, 
You ate their flesh, and drank their blood. 
Fairies, thrust 'em to their fate. 

Obbbon then confirms Pbobbx in his Ootemmewt; 
and breaks up Session. 

Ober, now adieu ! 

Flrorez shall again renew 

n. B 



v.'- 
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His potent reign : the maasY world 

Which in glittering orbs is hurrd 

About the poles, be lord of : we 

Only reserve our Royalty. — 

Fieia ICnsic.* Oberon mnst away ; 

For ns onr gentle Fairies stay : 

In the mountains and the rocks 

We *11 hunt tiie grey, and little fox, 

Who destroy our lambs at feed. 

And spoil the nests where turtles breed. 10 

OXLVIII. (o.) 
THE FLOATING ISLAND : A COMEDY. 

BY THE KBV. W. STBODE. 

ACTED BT THE 8TXTDENTS OF 0HBI8TCHUBCH, 

OXFOBD, 1636. 

SONO. 

Once Venus' cheeks, that sham'd the^mom^ 

Their hue let fall ; 
Her lips, that winter had out-bom. 

In June look'd pale : 
Her heat crew cold, her nectar dry ; 
No juice she had but in her eye, 
The wonted fire and flames to mortify. 
When was this so dismal sight ? — 
When Adonis bade good night. 

CXLIX. (o. ) 
LONDON CHANTICLEERS. 

A BUDE SKETCH OF A PliAY, FEINTED 1669, BUT 
EVIDENTLY MUCH OLDER. 

S<mg in praise of Ale. 

I. 
Submit, Bunch of Grapes, 20 

To the strong barley ear ; 
The weak vine no longer 
The laurel shall wear. 

* The hum of Bees. 
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II. 
Sack and all drinks else, 
Desist from the strife ; 
Ale 's the only Aqua Y itse 
And liquor of life. 

lu. 
Then come, my boon fellows, 
Let *B drink it around ; 
It keeps us from th' grave, 
Though it lays us on th' ground. 

IV. 

Ale 's a Physician, 

Ko MountebAnk Bragger ; 10 

Can cure the chill Ague, 

Though it be with the Stagger. 

V. 

Ale 's a strong Wrestler, 
Flings all it hath met ; 
And makes the ground slippery. 
Though it be not wet. 

VI. 

Ale is both Ceres, 

And good Keptune too : 

Ale's m>th was the sea, 

From whence Venus grew. 20 

VII. 

Ale is unmortal, 
And be there no stops 
In bonny lads' quaffing, 
Can Uve without hops.* 

vin. 

Then, come, my boon fellows. 
Let's drink it around ; 
It keeps us from th' grave, 
Thougn it lays us on th' ff^mnd, 

* The oriclBal <BitlncttoD of Besr from «he old Drink of oar 
VociAithifi, whidi was made without that incrodknt 



OL. (a) 
TOTTKimAH CX)UBT: A COMSDY. 

BY THOMAS HABB0. 

IFbfA. Gome, mj Deli^^t ; let not 9iibh ptinted 
srieft 
Freee £wii th J eool : the darkiMiB bat pneenti 
Shadows of fear, which ahoold eeoore ne De«t 
From daiumr of pnmiit — 

JkU. would it were day ! 
Hbr Mprehension is so ftiU of horroTi 
I uiink each sound the air^s light motioii 
Makes in these thickets, is my UnokTs race, 
Thieaf ning our ruins. 

Worth. Let his rage persist 10 

To enterprise a yengeanoe, we 11 prerent it 
Wruvt in the arms of Nignt, tlmt Ikroim Lofen^ 
We hitherto hsTS 'scaped his oager search ; 
And are arrived near Iiondon. Bore I hear 
The Bridge's cataracts, and such-like munnurs 
As night and sleep yield from a populous number. 

BM. But when will It be day t the lufht hath 
Our first of useful senses being lost, ^mfort ; 

The rest are less delighted. 

Worth, Th* early cock 20 

Hath sung his summons to the day's approach : 
Twill instently appear. Why startleo, Bellamie ! 

Bell. Did no amazing sounds arrive your ear t 
Pr^, listen. 

Worth. Come, come ; 'tis thy fear suggests 
Dlusiye fancies. Under Love's protection 
"We may presume of safety. 

( WiiUiin. ) Follow f follow^ follow, 

Bdl, Aye me, 'tis sure mine Unde ; dear Love 
Worthgood ? 

Worth, Astonishment hath seiz'd my faculties. SO 
My Love, my Bellamie, ha ! 

Belk Dost thou forsake me, Worthgood ? 

[JSxit, 08 losing him. 
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Worth. Where *s my Love % 
Dart firom thy silyer crescent one fair beam 
Through this black air, thou Oovemess of Night, 
To shew me whither she is led by fear. 
Thon enyioas Darkness, to assist ns here. 
And then prove fatal ! 

( Withvfi.) Follow, follow, follow. 

Wortk, Silence your noise, ye clunorons ministers 
Of this iigustice. Bellamie is lost ; 
She 's lost to me. Kot her fierce Uncle's rage, 10 
Who whets your eager aptness to pursue me 
With threats or promises, nor his painted terrors 
Of laws' severity, could ever work 
Upon the temper of my resolute soul 
To soften 't into fear, till she was lost. 
Kot all the illusive horrors, which the night 
Presents unto th' imagination, 
T* affiiffht a guilty conscience, could possess me, 
While I possessed my Love. The dismal shrieks 
Of &tal owls, and nDans of dving mandrakes, 20 
Whilst her soft pum warm'a mine, were music to 

me. . . • 
Their light appears. — No safety doth consist 
In passion or complaints. Night, let thine arms 
Aflain assist me ; and, if no kind minister 
Or better fate euide me to Bellamie, 
Be thou etemaL 

( WUhin, ) Follow, follow, follow, 

BwJiAMTK, €J4mt, in Maryhcne Park* 

Belt, The day begins to break, and trembling 
light. 
As if af&ighted with this night's disaster, 
Steals thra\ the fiurthest air, and by d^<rees 30 

Salutes my weary longings. — 0, my Worthgood, 
Thy presence would have checked these passions ; 
And shot delight thro' all the mists of sadness. 
To guide my fear safe thro' the paths of danger. 
New fears assault me. — 'Tis a woman's voice. 
She sings ; and in her music's cheerfulness 
Seems to express the freedom of a heart 
Not ohain'a to any passions. 
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SelL OYl mii^t I ohaiige mj miMiy 
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CXI. (o.) 
THB BRIDB: A OOIOEDT. 

B7 THX AAXX. 

Auii^witUt. 

I¥imd. ToaanlMffSMliiiAiitiqiittiiiit 

Sort A litde. Sir. 
I diomld allMt thflm mon, ivwe not triditiim 
One of tilt boffc Mranutoat to ihour 
Tboj are tiie il^iga we think Hum, What more 

prooDii 
Saoept perhape a little oircnmstance, 
Haye we for this or that to be a piece 
Of Delphoe' rains ? or the marble stataes, 
Hade Athens glorious, when she was sappoeed 
To have more images of men than men ? 20 

A weather-beaten stone, with an inscription 
That is not legible but thro' an optic, 
Tells ns its age ; that in some Sibyl's ca^e 
lluree thousand years ago it was an altar, 
Tis tatia&otion to our curiosity, 
Bat ought not to necessitate beliel — 
For Antiquity, 

I do not store up any under Grecian ; 
Tour Boman antiques are but modem toys 29 

Compared to them. Besides they are so counterfeit 
With mouldings, 'tis scarce possible to find 
Any but copies. 
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FrimuL Yet you are oonfident 
Of yours, that are of more doubt. 

Mort. Others from their easinesB 
Hay credit what they please. My trial 's saoh 
Of anything I own, all the impostors, 
That ever made Antiquity ridicnlons, 
Cannot deceive me. If I Ij^ht npon 
An^t that's above my skifl, I have recourse 
To those, whose judgment at the second view 
(If not the first) will tell me what Philosopher's 10 
That eye-less, nose-less, mouth-less Statue is, 
And who the workman was ; tho' since his death 
Thousands of years have been revolved. 

AccidenU tojrustrate Purpose, 
How various are the events that may depend 
Upon one action, yet the end poposed 
Rot follow the intention ! accidents 
Will interpose themselves ; like those rash men. 
That thrust into a throng, occasioned 
Bv some tumultuous difference, where perhaps 
Their busy curiosity begets 20 

New quarrels with new issues. 



CLII. (o.) 
THE CJONSPIRACY : A TRAGEDY. 

BY HENRY KILLIGREW. AUTHOB'S AOE 17. 

The Rightful ffeir to the Crown h^from hit inheritance : 
an Angel tings to him Heeping, 

Song. 

While Morpheus thus doth gently lay 
His powerfhl charge upon each part. 

Making thy spirits ev'n obev 
The silver charms of his dull art ; 

I, thy Good Angel, from thy side,— 
As smoke doth from the altar rise. 

Making no noise as it doth glide,— 
Will leave thee in this son sarprise ; 
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And from the doadB will fSstch thee down 

A holy vision, to ezprees 
Thy rignt unto an earthly crown ; 

Mo power can make this kingdom leas. 

But gentljr, gently, lest I bring 
A start in sleep by sudden ffight, 

Playinff aloof, and hovering, 
Q!ill 1 am lost unto the sight. 

This is a motion still and soft. 

So free from noise or cry, l(^ 

That Jove himself, who hears a thought, 

Ejiows not when we pass by. 



OLIII. (o.) 
THE SEVEN CHAMPIONS OF CHRISTENDOM. 

BY JOHN KIRKS. 
Calib, the Witch, in the opening Scenes in a Storm, 

CcUib, Ha ! louder a little ; so, that burst was 

well. 
Again ; ha, ha ! house, house your heads, ye fear- 
S^ck mortal fools, when Calib's consort plays 
A hunts-up to her. How rarely doth it languell 
In mine ears ! these are mine organs ; the toad. 
The bat, the raven, and the fell whistling bird. 
Are all my anthem- singing quiristers. 
Such sapless roots, and liveless withered woods, 20 
Are pleasanter to me than to behold 
The jocund month of May, in whose green head of 

youth 
The amorous Flora strews her various flowers, 
And smiles to see how brave she has decked her girl. 
But pass we May, as game for fancied fools, 
That dare not set a foot in Art's dark, 
Secret, and bewitching path, as Calib has. 
Here is my mansion. 
Within the rugged bowels of this cave, 
This crag, this cliflf, this den ; which to behold 30 
Would freeze to ice the hissing trammels of Medusa. 



WIT nr A C0N8TABLB. S06 

Yet here enthroned I at, more richer in my spellfln'! 
And potent charms, than is the stately Monntiin 

Queen, 
Dressed with the beauty of her sparkling gems, 
To vie a lustre 'gainst uie heavenly lamps. 
Bnt we are sank in these antipodes ; so choked 
With darkness is great Calib's cave, that it 
Can stifle day. It can ?— it shall — for we do loathe 

the light ; 
And, as onr deeds are black, we hug the nu^ht. 
But Where's this boy, my Qeorge, my Love, my 

Life, 
Whom Calib lately dotes on more than life ? 10 

I must not have mm wander from my love 
Farther than summons of my eye, or beck. 
Can call him back again. But 'tis my fiend- 
Begotten and deform'd issue,* misleads him : 
Foot which I '11 wrap him in a storm of hail, 
And dash him 'gamst the pavement on the rooky 

den ; 
He must not lead my Joy astrajr from me. 
The parents of that Boy, beffetnnff him, 
BcuBpot and bore the issue of their OBaths ; 
Which done,t the Child I stole, 20 

Thinking alone to triumph in lus death. 
And bathe my body in his popular gore ; 
But dove-like Nature &vour'a so the Clmd, 
That Calib's killing knife fell from her hand ; 
And, 'stead of staro, I kiss'd the red-lipped Boy. 

OLTV. (o.) 
WIT IN A CONSTABLE : A COMEDY. 

BY HSKBY OLAFTHOKN. 

Booh, 

Collegian, Did you, ere we departed from the 
College, 
O'erlook my Library ? 

* A sort of jonng CaUlMui, her son, who presentljentan, eom> 

eDiiig of a ** Moody coxcomb" which the Toang Saint George, 
fiyenhlm. 
t CaUb had kffled the poents of the Totmg Saint George. 



jMm^ yon tdl AM LHBBii^ ii tenortd, 
Tlw fKgm tad tht ptwHimiiit 'tii qobMkM ti 

oBTOOn InWnatk BMCtutt^* 

IRw moUu Iwfv wtainora 

A BQndFoci oomtfy pwiBti j jit " 
Am not €B9 Iflttar inMf* 



CLT. (o«) 
THE TWDTOs A OOHIDT: 



I tin ft h6tivy itoM^ 

BoUednpahfflbjaiPBakoUlli laoM 10 

A lltlile iq^ and tonlib btflk agifak 



JUtohHimfgr In 

li^ nobU miiid lias not j«t loat all dMBMii 

Iwffldedat Mjlofi^ ttatifflliiatiimiiia 

At a tnw mlrfeot, IH ooiiq[Qii^ aaan WHd:. 

OFtane, I wul myt add aaiotilMr ipot 

To fhy pore robe. 1 11 keep mj emdiia haioiir 

Pnre and alive in death ; ami witii 117 end 

1 11 end my sin and shame : like GhanoIeBy 

Who living to a hundred yean of age 

Free from the least disease, fearing a siokneei, 20 

To kill it killed himself, and made his deatii 

The period of his health. 



CLVI. (g.) 
THE FATAL UNION : A TRAGEDY. 

B7 8AMVBL HABDINO. 

Noblest bodies are but gilded day. 

Put away 

But the precious shining rind, 

The inmost rottenness remaii^* h«lund. 



\ 
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Kinfli, on earth fSMm^ gods they be, 

Yet in death are vile as we. 

He, o' thonaandi King before. 

Now IB Taaeal nnto more. 

Vermin now inmiltinjg lie. 

And dig for diamonoB in each eve ; 

Whilst the sceptre-bearing hand 

Cannot their inroads witlutand. 

Here doth one in odoors wade. 

By the regal miction made ; 10 

While another dares to gnaw 

On that tonfiae, his people's law. 

Pools, ah ! KK>l8 are we, who so contrive. 

And do striye. 

In each gimdj ornament^ 

Who shi3l his corpse in the best dish present 



CLVII. (g.) 

(X)MMEin)ATOBY VERSES BEFORE THE 
* ' REBELLION " : A TRAGEDY. 

**Tohis dearfriendf M& THOiLiB Rawlihs." 

To see a Springot of thy tender age 

With such a lofty strain to word a Stage ; 

To see a Tragedy from thee in print. 

With such a world of fine meanders in % 20 

Piuailes my wond'ring sool : for there mpears 

Such disproportion 'twizt thy lines and years. 

That when I read thy lines, metMnks I see 

The sweet-tongoed Chrid fidl npon his knee 

With ** Pwree Fteeor," Every line and word 

Runs in sweet numbers of its own aooocd. 

Bnt I am wonder-stmck, that all this while 

Thy unfeather'd qnill should write » tngie style. 

This, above all, my admiration draws. 

That one so yonng shonld know dramatic laws : 80 

*n» rare, and therefore is not for the span 

Or greasy thnmbs of every common man. 

The damask rose that spronts before the Springs 

Is fit for none to smell at bat a king. 
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Go on, aweet friend : I hope in time to BM 
TI17 Cemplea rounded witli the Daphneim Crae ; 
And ifniEQaak, "Whonurs'd theeJ" I'll Mythiu. 
" It WW the Anibrodan Spring of PegoanB." 

Robert C'Aamicrlain. 



HEY FOR HOMESTl" : A COMEDY. 



lb Plnl«t. 

Did not Will Simtmers break his wind for thee ! 
And Shokeapesre therefore writ bis comedy i 
All things acknowledge thy vast power divine, 
Great Ood of Honey, whose moat powerful sMne 
Gives motion, life ; day rises from tby sight, 
Thy Hotting, though at noon, makes pitchy night, 10 



RUka aborv Poiwfy ; a igllogan. 

— Hy major. That which ia most noble, is most 
honourable. But Poverty is more noble. My minor 
I prove thus. Whose houses ore most ancient, those 
are most noble. But Poverty's houses are most 
ancient ; for some of tJiem are so old, like Vicarage 
houses, they are every hour in danger of falling. 
SMioneT'i Prrjacf tifore the Play. 

Beador, this ia a pleasant Comedy, though some 
may judge it satirical, 'tis the more like Aristo- 

Ehanes, the father ; besides, if it be biting, 'tis a 
iting age we live in ; then biting for biting. 
Again, Tom Randal, the adopted son of Ben Jonson, 
bemg the Translator hereof, followed hia father's 
steps. They hotli of them loved Sack, and harmless 
roirth, and here they show it ; and I, that know 
myself, am not averse ttoia it neither. This I 
thonght good to aoquaint thee with. Fnrewell. 
Thine, F. J. 29 
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CLIX. (O.) 

THE GUARDIAN : A COMEDY. 

BY ABKAHAM COWLEY.* 
DOGOBELL, the FoolUh Poelf described. 

Gutter, the very emblem of poverty and 

poor poetry. The feet are worse patched of his 
rhymes than of his stocking. If one line forget 
itwlf, and run out beyond his elbow, while the next 
keeps at home (like him\ and dares not show his 
head, he calls that an Ode. * * * 

TaJbitha. Nay, they mocked and fleered at us, as 
we sung the Psalm the last Sunday ni^ht. 

CuU, That was that mungrel rhymer ; by this 
light he envies his brother poet John Stemhold, 
because he cannot reach his heights. * * * n 

Dogg, {recUing his ovm verses,) Thus pride doth 
with beauty dwell. 
And like the Baltic ocean swell. 

Blade, Why the Baltic, Doggrell ? 

Dogg, Why the Baltic ! — this 'tis not to have 
read the Poets. * * * 

She looks like Niobe on the mountain's top. 

Chut. That Niobe, Doggrell, you have used worse 
than Phoebus did. Not a dog looks melancholy but 
he's compared to Niobe. Ho beat a villamous 
tapster t' other day, to make him look like Niobe. 

* This was the flnt Draa^ht of that which he published after- 
wards under the title of the ''Gutter of Coleman Street*' ; and 
eomtafais the character of a Foolish Poet, omitted in the latter. 
I giTe a few scraps of this character, both because the fidlthm 
ii scarce, and as furnishing no unsuitable corollary to the 
critieal admonitions in the preceding Extract— The ** Gutter** 
has always appeared to me the link between the Comedr of 
Fletcher and of Gongreve. In the elegant passion of the Love 
Scenes it approaches the former; and Puny (the character 
inbstttuted for the omitted Poet) is the Prototype of the half- 
witted Wits, the Briiks and Dapper Wits of the latter. 
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CLX. (O.) 

THE VIRGIN WIDOW : A COMEDY. 

THE ONLY PBODUCJTION, IN THAT KIND, OF FRANCIS 
QUABLES, AUTHOR OF " BlfBLEMS." 

Song, 

How blest are they that waste their weary hours 

In solemn groves and solitary bowers, 

Where neittier eye nor ear 

Can see or hear 

The frantic mirth 

And false delights of frolic earth ; 

Where they may sit, and pant, 

And breathe their pursy souls ; 

Where neither grief consumes, nor griping want 

Afflicts, nor suUen care controls. 10 

Away false joys ! ye murther where ye kiss : 

There is no heaven to that, no life to this. 

CLXI. (g.) 
THE BASTARD : A TRAGEDY. 

ATTRIBUTED TO COSMO MANUCHE. 

Lover^s Frown, 

Hoderiguez, Thy uncle. Love, holds still a jealous 
eye 
On all my actions ; and I am advised, 
That his suspicious ears 

Are still behind the hangings ; that the servants 
Have from him in command to watch who visits. 
'Tis safest, in my judgment, in his presence 
That thou forbear to cast a smile upon me ; 

II. 8 



an 
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And that, like old DooBmber, I al. 

With m UDPleasatit ttud caatracted brow. 

farina. Wliftt ? canst thoti ohacge thy he&rt, inj 
dear, that heart 
Of D^h tbou gBv'at me, Itito adamaDt, 
Or rigid marhle ! canst thou frown on me ! 

Baa. You do mistake Qif, sweet, 1 mean not so 
To change my heart ; I '11 change my conutenancc, 
But keep my heart an loyal as before. 

Vtir. In troth I F&nnot crsdit it, that thon 
Caoflt.oaat a frown on me ; I prithee, try. 10 

Sod. Then thus : 

[Be trifs, and camml ; they sniile on *uA oi&r. 

Far. I prithee, sweet, betake thifsclf to school ; 
This lesson thon must learn ; in troth thou 'rt out. 

Bod. Well, 1 mnat loom, and procti^ it, or we 
Shall blast our budding hopes. 

Var. Come, try again. 

Rod. But if I try, and prore a good proficient ; 
If I do act my part discreetly, you 
Must take it as a play, not as a truth ; 
Think it a formal, not a. real frown. 20 

Var. 1 ahall 

Sod. Then thus : i ' faith, niiuion, I '11 look to 

{She momii. 
Why, how now, sweet !^I did distiiist thy weakness : 
Now 1 have leam'd my part, yon are to seek, 

Var. 'Faith, 'twas my n-eaknesa ; when I did 
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becoming enamoured^ sets (mt for that realm ; in his 
way thither disenchants a Queen ofAraby ; hU firttf 
overcame by fatigue^ faXU asleep in the jEfichanted 
OrovCf wh«re Zelidauba herself coming by, steals the 
Picture from him. The passion of the liomance arises 
from his remorse at being taken sonegli^eni ; and her 
disdain that he should sleep, having the company of 
her Picture, She here plays upon him, who does not 
yet know her, in the disguise of a Rustic. 

Pel, What a spanking Labradora ! 

Zel. You, the unkent Knight, God ye gud mora ! * 

Pel, The time of day thou dost mistake. 

Zel, — and joy — 

Pel, —of what— 

Zd, That I discover, 
By a sure sign, you are awake. 

Pel, Awake ? the sign ? 

Zel, Your being a lover. 

Pel, In love am I? 10 

Zel. — and very deep. 

Pel. Deep in love ? how is that seen ! 

Zel. Perfectly. You do not sleep. 

Pel, Rustic excellence, unscreen, 
And discover that sweet face. 
Which covers so much wit and grace. 

Zel, You but dreamt so : sleep again, 
And forget it. 

Pel, Why, now. Saint ? 

Zel, Why, the Lady, that went in,t 20 

Looks as if that she did paint. 

Pel, What has that to do with sleeping ? 
She is indeed angelical. 

Zel, Thai picture now *8 well worth your keeping. 
For why ? 'tis an original. 

Pel, Is this Shepherdess a Witch ? 
Or saw the sleeping treason, which 
I conmiitted against Love 
Erst, in the enchanted srove ? 
Me hast thou ever seen hefore ? 30 

Zel, Seen ? aye, and know thee for a man 
That will turn him, and sleep more 

* She affects rastldty. 

t The Enchanted Queen of Araby, of whom ZeUdaora is Jealous. 
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Than a dozen dunt'es can 
Thou ken 'at little vrh&t Bishs m 

Fel. Unveil, bj Jove, that fa 

Zel. What, to make thee sleep again ! 

Fcl. Still in riddles r 

Ztl. Now he sees : 
This pinching wakea him hj dagreeB, 

Fet Art thou a Njtuph t 

Zd. Of P&FDue Green. 

I^l. Sleep 1 indeed, or am 1 mad t 10 

Zel. None serve thu but the Boohuitod Qneen I 
I think what dnll conceits ye have had 
Of the bird Phceuis, which no eye 
E'er saw ; an odoriferous lie : 
How of her beauty's spells she 'a told ; 
That by her spirit thon art haunted ; 
And, having slept awaj the old, 
With this new Mistresa worse enchanted. 

FeL I affect not, Shepherdess, 
Ujeelf in such fine terms to eipresa ; 20 

SulHceth me an humble strain : 
Too little happj to be vain, — 

Zd. Sir Gallant, not so fast. 

Fel. See thee I will, 

Zcl Soe me yon shall : 
But touch not ftmit you most not taste. 

[ShttalaofhcTiieil. 
What says it, now the leaf doth faU 1 

Fd. It says 'tis worthy to comprise 
Tlie kernel of so TaJB a. wit : 30 

Nor, that it grows in Paradise ; 
But Paradise doth grow in it. 
The tall and slender trunk no less divine, 
Tho' in a lowly Shepherdess's rine. 

[He begiiu to hum Ao*. 
This should be that so famous Queen 
For imijuell'd valour and disdaii 
In these Enchanted Woods is ~" 
Nothing hut illusions vi ' 

Zel. What stares ' 

FeL I oompare 
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A picture — I once mine did call — 
With the divine Original. 

ZeL Fall'n again asleep you are : 
We poor human Shephera Lasses 
Nor are pictured, nor use glasses. 
Who skip their rank, themselves and betters wrong ; 
To our Dames, God bless 'em, such quaint things 

belonff. 
Here a tiny brook alone, 
Which fringed with borrow'd flowers (he has 
Oold and silver enough on his own) 10 

Is heaven's proper looking-glass, 
Copies us : ana its reflections, 
Shewing natural perfections, 
Free from soothing, free from error, 
Are our pencil, are our mirror. 

Fel, Art thou a Shepherdess ? 

ZeL — and bore 
On a mountain, called Thebe. 

Fel, Wear'st thou ever heretofore 
Lady's clothes ? 20 

Zel, I lady's gear ? — 
Yes — what a tr^herous poll have I ! — 
In a Country Comedy 
I once enacted a main part ; 
Still I have it half by heart : 
The famous History it was 
Of an Arabian — let me see — 
No, of a Queen of Tartary, • 
Who all her sex did far surpass 
In beauty, wit, and chivalry : 80 

Who with invincible disdain 
Would fool, when she was in the vein, 
Princes with all their wits about 'em ; 
But, an they slept, to death she 'd flout 'em. 
And, by the mass, with such a mien 
My Majesty did play the Queen ; 
Our Cimite had my Picture made 
In the same robes in which I play'd. 

[To my taste this is fine, elegant. Queen-like raillery^ ; 
a second part of Love's Labour s Lost, to which title this 
extraordinary Play has still better pretensions than 
even Shakspeare's ; for after leading three pair of 



f^m 



Kayi\ Lovers thro' ondlssB mazes □( doubta, difficulda; 
oppodtdons uf dead f Athere' wills ; a labyrintli ot lodnga 
and Endings ; jealoiuiad ; enehantmonts ; conSicts wim 
^anls. and aingle-haQded against anniM ; to the exAcb 
■tats m which all the lorers might nith Che greatast 
pn^uiet]! indiiige thuir reoiprocEil wiahea — ^when, the 
dtnico is in it, you think , but they muat all be married 
now— auddenlj the throe Lndics tiim upon their Loven J 
and, aa an exempliticstiou of tlte inoral of tbe Plar, 
"Loving for loving'a sake," and a hype[^platonie, tni^ 
Bpaniah proof of their affections— -demand that tM 
Lovera shaU consent to their ruistressea' taking upoD 
tbetn the vow of n single lifa 1 to which the Qaltant^ 
with beoominy refinement, can do no less than consent ' 
—The fact is that it wiu a Conrt Play, in which tha 
■ all ; were played hj 
: ordarof Grandeoahipi 
No nobleman might be permitted amongirt thera ; and 
it wna a^j^ainst the forme, that a gi'eat Court Li^y of ' 
Spain Bhcpuld mnnent to such on unrefined motion, M 
that of nedlock, though hnt in a play. 

Appended to the Drama, tbe length of wiuoh may In 
judged from its haring taken nine days in the repM- 
sentation, and me three honrs in the reading of it — . 
houre well wasted— is a poetical account ot a fin, ' 
which broke oDt in the Theatre on one of the nighla at ' 
its acting, when tho vhole of tbe Dramatis Persona 
were nearly hiimt, because the eommon people onto! 
"basa fear," and the Nobles out of "pure reapeot," 
could not think of layina baniU utKin suub ' ' Great 
Donnae"j till tbe ^ouag King, breaking tho etiquette, 
hy BDatching up his Qneen, and bearing her through 
the flataes upon his buck, the Grandees (dilatnvy 
jfinaases), followed hia exiLmple, and each saved one 
<Anahi»e«-faahion), till tbe whole Courtly 0__ 
ComedlanB were got off in tolerable lafe^.— 
three or foor itout London Firemen, on luDa ■ 
ocoadoD, standing off in mere respeot.] 

Addrtuia Solitude. 
Sweet Solitnde t still Uirth t that fear'at no WMog, 
Becanse thoti doest none : Uoming all day long I 
Truth's sanctnary 1 Innocenoy'a spring 1 
InTflnlion'8 limbeck ! Contemplation's wing 1 

Peace of my a--' -'-■-'■ "— '-' -> - 

ThoD knoVst 

Whwe bienda, the thi" 

Whole days, an ' 
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Song in 'praise of the Same* 

SolityfUf of friends the bestf 

And the test companion ; 

Mother of truths, and brought at least 

JBverp day to led of one; 

In this flowery mansion 

I oofUempUUe how the rose 

/Stands upon thoms, how quickly goes 

The dismaying jessamine : 

Only the soul, which is divine. 

No decay of heauty knows ; 10 

The World is Beauty's Mirror ; Flowers, 

In their flrst virgin purity , 

FlatCrers hoOi of the nose and eye, — 

To he eropl hy paramours 

Is their bed ojdedlny : 

And those nice darlings of the land. 

Which seem'd heaven's paitited bow to soom. 

And bloonCd the envy of the nwm, 

Are the gay trophy of a hand. 

Unwilling to love again, 
— sadly I do live in fear, 20 

For, though I wonld not fair appear, 
And though in truth I am not fair, 
Haunted I am like those that are: 
And here, among these rustling leaves, 
With which the wanton wind aoth play, 
In&rpired hy it, mj sense perceives 
This snowy Jasmine whispering say, 
How mucn more frolic, white and fair 
In her green lattice she doth stand, 
To enjoy the firee and cooler air, 90 

Than in the prison of a hand.* 

Loving vnthout Hope, 
I look'd if underneath the cope 
Were one that loved, and did not hope ; 
But from his nohler soul remove 
That modem heresy in love ; 
When, hearing a shrill voioe, J turn, 
And lo ! a sweet-tongued Nightingale, 
Tender adorer of the Mom, — 
In Him I found that One and All. 

* dwidlaDA, the Snehanfted Queen, speaki this, and fhe f ol- 
lowln^ spMch. 
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For that same faithful bird and true. 

Sweet and kind and constant lover, 

Wond'rous passion did discorer, 

From the terrace of an yew. 

And tho' ungrateful she appear'd 

Unmoved with all she saw and heard ; 

Every day, before 'twas day, 

More and kinder things he 'd say. 

Courteous, and never to be lost, 

Betum'd not with complaints, but praise, 10 

Loving, and all at his own cost ; 

Sufifermg, and without hope of ease : 

For with a sad and trembling throat 

He breathes into her breast uiis note : 

** I love thee not, to make thee mine ; 

But love thee, 'cause thy form *s divine." 

The true Ahience in Lone, 

Zelidaura, star divine. 

Thou dost in highest orb of beauty shine ; 

Pardon'd, murd ress, by that heart 

Itself, which thou dost kill, and coveted smart ; 20 

Though my walk so distant lies 

From the sunshine of thine eyes ; 

Into sullen shadows hurl'd, 

To lie here buried from the world 

*Tis the least reason of my moan, 

That so much earth is 'twixt us thrown. 

'Tis absence of another kind 

Grieves me ; for where you are present too, 

Love's Geometry doth find, 

I have ten thousand miles to you. 30 

'Tis not absence to be far, 

But to abhor is to absent ; 

To those who in disfavour are. 

Sight itself is banishment.* 

To a WanHai'ess. 
Heav'n, that created thee thus warlike, stole 
Into a woman's body a man's soul. 
But nature's law in vain dost thou gainsay ; 
The woman's valour lies another way. 

* Claridoro, riTf' MilBl «Wi. 
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The dress, the tear, the blush, the witching eye, 

More wltohinff tongue, are beaut^r's armoury : 

To rally ; to discourse in companies, 

Who 's fine, who courtly, who a wit, who wise ; 

And with the awing sweetness of a Dame, 

As conscious of a face can tigers tame, 

By tasks and circumstances to discover, 

Amongst the best of Princes, the best Lover ; 

(The miit of all those flowers) who serves with most 

Self diffidence, who with the greatest boast ; 10 

Who twists an eye of Hope in braids of Fear ; 

Who silent (made for nothing but to bear 

Sweet scorn and injuries of love) envies 

Unto his tongue the treasure of his eyes : 

Who, without vaunting shape, hath only wit ; 

Nor knows to hope reward, tho* merit it : 

Then, out of all, to make a choice so rare. 

So lucky-wise, as if thou wert not fair.* 

All Mischiefs reparable biit a last Love. 

I. 
A second Argo, freighted 

With fear and avance, 20 

Between the sea and skies 
Hath penetrated 
To the new world, unworn 
With the red footsteps of the snowy mom. 

II. 
Thirsty of mines, 

She comes rich back~: and (the curl'd rampire past 
Of wat'rv mountains, cast 
Up by the winds) 
Ungrateful shelf near home 
Gives her usurped gold a silver tomb. 30 

III. 
A devout Pilgrim, who 
To foreign temple bare 
Good pattern, fervent prayer, 
Spurr d by a pious vow ; 
Measurinff so larse a space. 
That earm lack'd regions for his plants f to trace ; 

• AddrMMd to Zelldann. t Solas of hisfeet 
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IV. 

Joyfhl returns, tho' poor : 

And, just by his abcxle, 

Fallhig into a road 

Which laws did ill secure, 

Sees plunder'd by a thief 

(0 happier man than I !) for *tis his life. 

V. 

Conspicuous grows a Tree, 

Which wanton did appear. 

First fondling of the year, 

With smilinff bravery, 10 

And in his blooming pride 

The Lower House of Flowers did deride : 

VI. 

When his silk robes and fair 

(His youth's embellishing, 

The crownet of a spring, 

Narcissus of the air) 

Bough Boreas doth confound, 

And with his trophies strews the scorned ground. 

VII. 

Tnisted to tedious hope 

So many months the Com ; 20 

Which now begins to turn 

Into a golden crop : 

The lusty grapes which, plump, 

Are the last farewell of the summer's pomp. 

VIII. 

How spacious spreads the Vine ! — 

Nursed up with how much care, 

She lives, she thrives, grows fair ! 

'Bout her loved Elm doth twine : — 

Comes a cold cloud, and lays. 

In one, the fabric of so many days. 30 

IX. 

A silver River small 
In sweet accents 



lovb's domikiok. 283 

His music vents, 

(The warbling virginal, 

To which the merry birds do sing — 

Timed with stops of gold * the suver string) ; 

X. 

He steals by a green wood 
With ftieitive feet ; 

^*yi jo^i sweet : 

Comes me a troubled flood ; 

And scarcely one sand stays, 

To be a witness of his golden days. — 10 

XI. 

The Ship's upweighed ; 

The Pilgrim made a Saint ; 

Next Spring re-crowns the Plant ; 

Winds raise the Com was laid ; 

The Vine is pruned ; 

The Rivulet new tuned : — 

But in the 111 I have 

I 'm left alive only to dig my grave. 

XII. 

Lost Beauty, I will die. 

But I will thee recover ; 20 

And that I die not instantly, 

Shews me more perfect Lover : 

For (my soul gone before) 

I live not now to live, but to deplore. 



CLXIII. (g.) 

LOVE'S DOMINION : A DRAMATIC 
PASTORAL. 

BY RICHAED FLECKNOB. 

Ifivooatum to SUence, 
Still-bom Silence, thou that art 
Flood^te of the deeper heart ; 
Offiiprmg of a heavenlv kind ; 
Frost o' th' mouth ana thaw o' th' mind ; 

* ADotioiit to the Tagw, tad geltai H&ds. 



Bfonafn Confidant, and he 
That makes religion Myitery ; 
Admiration's tpeakin|;1it tongue, — 
LeaTe thy desert shMUs, among 
Bererena Hermits' hallowed oeils, 
Where retir'd'st Devotion dwells : 
With thy SSnthnsiasms come ; 
Seize thu Maid, and strike her dornb. 

Fable. 

LoTe and Death o' th' way onoe meeting 

HaTinff passed a friendly greetings 10 

Sleep UMir weary eye-lids dosing, 

Lay them down, themselyes repocing ; 

Wnen this fortune did befiidl 'em. 

Which after did so much appal 'em ; 

Love, whom divers cares molested, 

Could not sleep, but, whilst Death rested 

All in haste away he posts him : 

But his haste ftill dearlv costs him ; ' 

For it chanced, that gcumg to sleeping, 

Both had giVn tiieir darts in kee^ng 20 

Unto KiAht ; who (Srror^s Mother) 

Blindly knowing not th' one from th' other, 

Gave Love Death's, and ne'er poroeiv'd it. 

Whilst as blindly Love receiv'd it : 

Since which time, their darts confounding, 

Love now kills, instead of wounding ; 

Death, our hearts with sweetness filmig, 

Gently wounds, instead of killing. 28 



CLXIV. (g.) 
THE HECTORS : A COMEDY. 

BY EDMUND PEBSTWICK. 

A Waiting Maid wheedles an old Justice itUo a belief, 
that her Lady is in love with him. 

Maid, I think there never was woman of so 
strange a humour as she is in this world ; for from 
her infancy she ever doted on old men. I have 
heard her say, that in these her late law troubles, it 
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has been no small comfort to her, that she has been 
conversant with grave counsellors and Serjeants ; and 
what a happiness she had sometimes to look an hour 
together upon the Judges. She will go and walk a 
whole afternoon in Charter House Garden, on pur- 
pose to view the ancient gentlemen there. Not fong 
ago there was a young gentleman here about the 
town who, hearing of her riches, and knowing tiiis 
her humour, had almost got her, by counterfeiting 
himself to be an old man. 

Justice, And how came he to miss her ? 

Maid. The strangeliest that ever you heard ; for 
all things were agreed, the very writings drawn, and 
when he came to seal them, because he set his name 
without using a pair of spectacles, she would never 
see him more. 

Justice. Nay, if she could love an old man so — 
well — 

The Waiting Maid ^Zocef the Justice, where he can over- 
hear a sham discourse of the Lady mth a pretmded 
Brother. 

Brother. What is the matter, sister ? you do not 
iise to be so strange to me. 

Lady. I do not indeed ; but now methinks I can- 
not concecd anything ; yet I could wish you could 
now guess my thoughts, and look into my mind ; 
and see what strange passions have ruled there of 
late, without forcing me to strain my modesty. 

Broth. What, are you in love with anybody? 
Come, let me know tne party ; a brother's advice 
may do you no harm. 

Sist. Did you not see an ancient gentleman with 
me, when you came in ? 

Broth. What, is it any son or kinsman of his ? 

Sist. No, no. (She v}eep8. ) 

Broth. Who then ? 

Sist. I have told you — 

Broth. What, that feeble and decrepit piece of 
age — 

Sist. Nay, brother — 

Broth. That sad effect of some threescore years 
and ten — that antique relic of the last century — 
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S%9t. Alas, dear brother, it is but too tme. 

Broth. It is impossible. 

SisL One would think so indeed. 

Broth. I grant, you may bear a reverence and re- 
gard, as to your father's ashes, or your grandsire's 
tomb. 

Sist. Alas, brother, you know I never did affect 
those vain though pleasing braveries of youth, but 
still have set my mind on the more noble part of 
man, which age doth more refine and elevate, than 
it doth depress and sink this same contemptible 
dod. 12 

Justice. I see, she loves me. 



CLXV. (G.) 

THE REWARDS OF VIRTUE : A COMEDY. 

BY JOHN FOUNTAIN. 

Sneeets in Battle not always attribntahle to the Oeneral. 
Generals oft-times famous grow 



By valiant friends, or cowardly enenues ; 

Or, what is worse, by some mean piece of chance. 

Truth is, 'tis pretty to observe 

How little Prmces and great Generals 

Contribute oft-times to the fame they win. 

How oft hath it been found, that noblest minds 20 

With too short arms, have fought with fatal stars ; 

And have endeavour'd with their dearest blood 

To mollify those diamonds, where dwell 

The fate of kingdoms ; and at last have fallen 

By vulgar hands, unable now to do 

More for their cause than die ; and have been lost 

Among the sacrifices of their swords ; 

No more remember'd than poor villagers. 

Whose ashes sleep among tne common flowers. 

That every meadow wears : whilst other men 30 

With trembling hands have caught a victory, 

And on pale foreheads wear triumphant bays. 

Besides, I have thought 

A thousand times ; in times of war, when we 

Lift up our hands to heaven for victory ; 
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Suppose some virgin shepherdess, whose soul 

Is chaste and clean as the cold spring, where she 

Quenches all thirsts, being told of enemies, 

That seek to fright the long-enjoyed peace 

Of our Arcadia hence with sound of drums. 

And with hoarse trumpets' warlike airs to drown 

The harmless music oi her oaten reeds, 

Should in the passion of her troubled sprite 

Bepairto some small fane (such as the Crods 

Hear poor folks from), and there on humble knees 

Lift up her trembling hands to holy Pan, 11 

And M^ his helps : 'tis possible to think. 

That Ewav'n, which holos the purest vows most rich. 

Hay not permit her still to weep in vain, 

But grant her wish (for, would the Gods not hear 

The prayers of poor folks, they *d ne'er bid them 

pray); 

And so, in the next action, happeneth out 

(The Gods still using means) the enemy 

May be defeated. The glory of all this 

Is attributed to the General, 20 

And none but he *s spoke loud of for the act ; 

Whilst she, from whose so unaffected tears 

His laurel sprung, for ever dwells imknown.* 

Unlawful SolicUings. 

When I first 
Mentioned the business to her all alone. 
Poor Soul, she blushed, as if already she 
Had done some harm by hearing of me speak ; 
Whilst from her pretty eyes two fountains ran 
So true, so native, down her fairest cheeks ; 
As if she thought herself obliged to cry, 30 

'Cause all the world was not so good as she. 

* Is it possible that Cowper might hare remembered tliis senti- 
ment in his description of the advantages which the world, that 
acorns him, may derive from the noiseless hours of the contem- 
plative man ? 

Perhaps she owes 
Her smishhie and her rain, her blooming spring 
And plenteons harvest, to the prayer he makes, 
When Isaac-like, the solitary saint 
Walks forth to meditate at eventide. 
And think on her, who thinks not on herself. 

Task. 



TiMra mut be tome proportkm still to vHy 

D e t ine ett onnelyes and what ire nuMui : Hit hard 

lor men to be an^t tenable how motea 

FkvtaflieatodeiSh. Should the lion, in 

ffit midnight walks for pnj, hear tame poor worme 

Complain for want of little oropt of dew. 

What jitj ooold that generont oreatore nana 

(Who nerer wanted ttnaU things) for tfaoae poor 

Ambltiont ? jet thete are their eoiio enn nwiq^ 

And bat ibr want of theae they pine and die. 10 

Jfenify a oar i^ft^tsfwtHL 

Sore 'twas his modesty. He might bane thriven 
Moeh better possibly, had his smbition 
Been greater mnch. They oft-timea take more pains 
Who hwk for Pins, than those who find oat Stus. 

JtuMCtSMt tinttiottti a( ttuU 
HeaVn may awhile ooireet the virtaoas ; 
Tet it will wipe their eyes agsin, and make 
Their fooea whiter with their tears. Inneeenee 
Oonoeal'd is the Stol'n Fleasore of the Gk>ds, 
Which never ends in shsme, as that of Ifsn 
Doth oft-times do ; but like the San breaks forth, 20 
When it hath gratified another world ; 
And to our imexpectinff eyes appears 
More glorious thro' its late obscurity. 

Dying for a Beloved Person, 

There is a gust in Death, when *tis for Love, 
lliat *s more than all that 's taste in all the world. 
For the true measure of true Love is Dea^ ; 
And what falls short of this, was never Love : 
And therefore when those tides do meet and strive, 
And both swell high, but Love is higher still. 
This is the truest satisfaction of 30 

The perfectest Love : for here it sees itself 
Endure the highest test ; and then it feels 
The sum of delectation, since it now 
Attains its perfect end ; and shows its object, 
By one intense act, all its verity : 
Which by a thousand and ten thousand words 
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It would have took a poor diluted pleasure 
To have imperfectly express'd. 

Urania makts a mock assignation with the King, and 
sabstitiUes the Queen m her place. The King de- 
scribes the supposed meetimf to the Confident, whom 
he had einplof/ed to solicit fir his guilty passion^ 

Pyrrhus, I '11 tell thee all. When now the night 

Grew black enough to hide a skulking action ; 

And Heav'n had ne'er an eye unshut to see 

Her representative on earth creep 'mongst 

Those poor defenceless worms, whom ifiiture left 

An humble prey to everything, and no 

Asylum but the dark ; 1 softly stole 10 

To yonder grotto thro' the upper walks, 

And there found my Urania. But I found her, 

I found her, Pyrrhus, not a Mistress, but 

A Goddess rather ; which made me now to be 

No more her Lover, but Idolater. 

She only whisper'd to me, as she promised, 

Yet never heard I any voice so ^q^jJ j _. 

And, tho' her words were gentler far than those 

That holy priests do speak to dying Saints, 

Yet never thunder signified so much. 20 

And (what did more impress whate'er she said) 

Methought her whispers were my injured Queen's, 

Her manner just like hers ! and when she urged, 

Among a thousand things, the injury 

I did tlie faithful'st Princess in the world ; 

Who now supposed me sick, and was perchance 

Upon her knees offering up holy vows 

For him who mock'd both Heav'n and her, and was 

Now breaking of that vow he made her, when 

With sacrifice he call'd the Gods to witaess : 80 

When she urged this, and wept, and spake so like 

^ly poor deluded Queen, Pyrrnus, I trembled, 

Almost persuaded that it was her angel 

Spake thro* Urania's lips, who for her sake 

Took care of me, as something she much loved. 

It would be long to tell thee all she said, 

How oft she sigh'd, how bitterly she wept : 

But the effect — Urania still is cnaste ; 

And with her chaster lips hath promised to 

Invoke blest Heav'n for my intended sin. 40 

II. T 



ANDKOHICUS: A TEAGEDY. 

BY PHIIXISAK LOVEKIN. 

«f(« f/Riliirima Slnuiima m difftttni minrfj. 

CraU). I gricTe Ihe Chapel was defaced : 'twas 

CUoMui. I love no such triumpliant ChurcheB— 
They a™tUr my devotion ; whilat my sight 
Ib courted to ouserre tlieir aimiiituous cost, 
1 find my heart lost in my ej-ss ; 
Whilst that a holy horror aeoms to dwell 
Within s dark olmuure and humble cell, 

CraLo. But I loro Chnrchea, mount up to the 

For lay devotion rises with their roof: 
Thorem my Boul doth heav'n anticipate. 10 

Smij fin- -i/tep, 

CoSIfr&SaaS, Wit^i thy potent chanuE, 

And seize this oaptiva in thy arms ; 

And sweetly drop on every sense 

Thy aoul-refreshing influence. 

Hia sight, smell, hearing, touch, and taste, 

Untothe peace do thou bind fast. — 

On working brains, at school all day, 

At night thou dost bestow a play. 

And troubled minds thou dost set free ; 

Thou mak'st both friends aud foea agree : 20 



OOMMENDATOKY VERSES BEFORE THREE 
PLAYS OF SIE WILLIAM KILLIGREW. 
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II. 

That thy theatre's loud noise 
May be virgins' chaste applause ; 
And the stoled matron, grave divine, 
Their lectures done, may tend to thine : 

III. 
That no actor 's made profane, 
To debase God's to raise thy strain ; 
And people forced, that hear thy Play, 
Their money and their souls to pay : 

IV. 

That thou leav'st affected phrase 

To the shops to use and praise ; 10 

And breath'st a noble courtly vein, — 

Such as may Caesar entertain, 

V. 

When he wearied would lay down 
The burdens that attend a crown ; 

Disband his soul's severer powers ; 

In mirth and ease dissolve two horn's : 



VI. 

These are thy inferior arts. 
These I call thy second parts ! 
But when thou CArriest on the plot, 
And all are lost in th' subtle knot : 20 

VII. 

When the scene sticks to eveiy thought. 
And can to no event be broognt ; 

When (thus of old the scene betrayed) 

Poets call'd Gods unto their aid, 

VIII. 

Who by power might do the thing 

Art could to no issue bring ; 
As the Pellsean Prince, that broke 
With a mde and down-right sfroke 
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- Uyinwov, 

Induce a ai^ht, aud then n dsy. 
Wr&p all in cloiida, and th«n diaplay 



Th' eaaj iin<l tbo even desi^ : 
A plot, without > God, divme I — 

Let others' bold preteniling pens 

Write acts of Gods, that tnaw not men's ; 

In this to thee kII laoat resign ; 

Th' snri'riBo of th' Bcene is irholly thino. 



THE ENGLISH MONSIEUR : A COMEDY. 



T\eKii- 



u talm aitk 



English Mmaumr. Oentlsmen, il yoa please, let 
OS dine together.- 

Vaine. I know a cook's shop, has the best boiled 
and Toost beef in town. 

Sng. Mmis. Sir, since yon are a atranger to me, I 
only ask you wliat you mean ; bnt, were you ac- 
quainted with ma, I ahonld take your greasy pro- 
position aa an alfront to my palate. 

Vaine. Sir, 1 only meant, by the consent nf this 
company, to dine well together. 

Eag. Mma. Do yon call iliiiinK wpO, to cat uut of 
a French house 1 — An English cook's shop ia UeU \ 

Vaine. Sir, I understand jon as little ss you do 
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plainlj, if erer vera make me each offer agiin, ex|iect 
to haar from me next moming — 

F'amu What, that yoa woald not dine wiQi me — 
En^. Man. STo, Sir ; that I will fii^iit inth jxm^ 
In Bhart; Sir, I can qbIj tell too, that I had onoe a 
dispnte with a certain Tiereon iu this kind, who 
defended the KTiglish way of eating : wheroii|iOB I 
sent him a chaUenge, a£ any man that hac been in 
France would hare done. We fought ; IkiUed him : 
and whereaboatB do yoa think I hit him ! 
Fouie. I warrant too, in the small satB — 
Eng. liofu. I nm him through nis mistaken 
palate ; which made me think the hand of jutftoe 
guided mj sword. 

Ein^ Motu. Madam, leading jonr Lad jship, pots 
me in mind of France. 

Lady. Whj, Sir t 

Eng. MvfUL Becanse jon lead so like French ladies. 

Lady, fiir, whj look joa so eamestlj on the 
ground ? 

Eng. Mofni. I H Ibt a hundred jKnmds, here has 
been three FiTiglifili laciies walking up before vs. 

Crafty. How can tou tell, Sir ? 

Eng. M(t7iB. B j beinf in France. 

Crafty. Vhat a derD can he mean ? 

Eng. Mons. I hare often in France obserred in 
gardens, when the comjianT nsed to walk after a 
small shower of rain, the impreseion of the French 
ladies' feeL I hare seen such hon vdcn in their 
footsteps, that the King of France*6 Jfon^re deLaymct 
could not hare fonna fault with anj one tread 
amongst them alL In this walk I find the toes of 
the English ladies ready to tread one upon another. 

VaiftA. MoDsienr FrencLloTe, well met — 

Emg. MoTiB. 1 cannot say the like to yon. Sir, 
snoe I *m told yon *Te done a damn'd English trick. 

Vainc. In what ? 

Em. Muns. In finding fault with a pair of tons I 
wore yesterday ; and, vpcm mr parol. I nerer had 
a jiair sat better in my life, lly kg look'd in *em 
not at all like an Brngtish kg. 
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Vaiite. Sir, all that I said of your tops was, that 
they made such a rushing noise as you walk'd, that 
my mistress could not hear one word of the love I 
made to her. 

Eing, Matis, Sir, I cannot help that ; for I shall 
justify my tops in the noise they were guilty of, 
since twas A la mode of France. Can you say twas 
an English noise ? 

Vaine, I can say, though your tops were made in 
France, they made a noise in England. 

Eiig, Mons, But still. Sir, 'twas a French noise — 

Vaine. But cannot a French noise hinder a man 
from hearing ? 

Eng. Moiis. No, certainly, that 's a demonstration ; 
for, look you, Sir, a French noise is agreeable to the 
air, and therefore not unagreeable, ana therefore not 
prejudicial to the hearing ; that is to say, to a person 
that has seen the world. 

The Monsieur comforts himself, when his mistress 
rejects him, that '* 'twas a denial with a French tone of 
voice, so that 'twas agreeable " : and, at her final de- 
parture, "Do you see, Sir, how she leaves us? she 
widks away with a French step." 

CLXIX. (g.) 
FATAL JEALOUSY : A TRAGEDY. 

BY NEVIL PAYNE. 

No Truth Absolute : after seeing a Masque of Gipsy s, 

\st Spectator, By this we see that all the world's 
a cheat, 
Whose truths and falsehoods lie so intermixt, 
And are so like each other, that 'tis hard 
To find the difference. Who would not think these 
A real pack of such as we call Gipsys ? [people 

2nd Sped. Things perfectly alike are but the same ; 
And these were Gipsys, if we did not know 
How to consider them the contrary : 
So in terrestrial things there is not one 
But takes its form and nature from our fancy, 10 
Not its own being, and is but what we think it. 
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Is^ Spect. But Truth is still itself ? 

2nd Sped. No, not at all, as Truth appears to U8 ; 
For oftentimes 

That is a truth to me, that 's false to you ; 
So 'twould not be, if it was truly true. 

How clouded Man 

Doubts first, and from one doubt doth soon proceed 

A thousand more, in solving of the first ! 

Like 'nighted travellers we lose our way ; 

Then every ignis fatuus makes us stray, 10 

By the false lights of reason led about, 

Till we arrive where we at first set out : 

Nor shall we e'er truth's perfect highway see 

Till dawns the day-break of eternity. 

Apprehension, 
Apprehension ! — 
So terrible the consequence appears. 
It makes my brain turn round, and night seem darker. 
The moon begins to drown herself in clouds, 
Leaving a duskish horror everywhere. 
My sickly fancjr makes the garden seem 20 

Like those benighted groves in Pluto's kingdoms. 

Injured Htishand. 
Wife {dying). Oh, oh, I fain would live a little 
If but to ask forgiveness of Gerardo ! [longer, 

My soul will scarce reach heav'n without his pardon. 
Gerardo {entering). Who 's that would go to neav*n, 
and wants my pardon ? 
Take it, whate'er thou art ; and may'st thou be 
Happy in death, whate'er thou didst design. 

Gerardo ; his idfe murdered, 
Oer. It is in vain to look 'em, * if they hide ; 

Tlie garden 's largo ; besides, perhaps they 're gone. 

We '11 to the body. 80 

Serv. You 're by it now, my Lord. 
Oer, This accident amazes me so much, 

I go I know not where. 

Douht. 

Doubt is the effect of fear or jealousy. 

Two passions which to reason give the lie ; 

♦ The murderers. 
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For fetr tormeBta, and never does nesuEt ; 

A»d jeftlousy is love lost in a mist. 

Both hood-wink tmth, and go to blind-nuui'i>biiff. 

Giy here, then there, seem to direct enoo^i, 

'Ebat all the while shift place ; making the mind, 

As it floes out of breath, despair to find ; 

And, u at last something it stmnbles on, 

FBrhape it calls it fidse, and then 'tis gone. 

If true, what 's gain'd ? only just time to see 

A breachless* play, a game at liberty ; 10 

That has no ouier end than this, that men 

Bon to be tired, just to sit down again. 

Owl. 
hark how the owl 



Summons their sonk to take a flight with her. 
Where they shall be eternally benighted. — 



OLXX. (o.) 
MAMAMOUCHI : A COMEDY. 

BT XDWABD BATBNSCBOFT. 

Foolish Lender. 

Debtor, As to my affairs, you know I stand in- 
debted to you. 

Creditor. A few dribbling sums, Sir. 

Debt, You lent 'em me very frankly, and with a 
great deal of generosity, and much like a gentleman. 

Cred, You are pleaised to say so. 

Debt, But I know how to receive kindnesses, and 
to make returns according to the merits of the 
person that obliges me. 

Cred, No man better. 

Debt, Therefore pray let's see how our accounts 
stand. 

Cred, They are down here in my table book. 

Debt, I am a man that love to acquit myself of all 
obligations as soon — 

* Breathless. 
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Cred, See the memorandum. 

Debt, You have set it all down ? 

Ored. All. 

Debt, Pray read — 

Cred, Lent, the second time I saw you, one 
hundred guineas. 

Debt, Eight. 

Cred, Another time fifty. 

Debt, Yes. 

Cred, Lent for a certain occasion, which yon did 
not tell me, one hundred and fifty. 

Debt, Did I not ? that I should conceal anything 
from my friend ! 

Cred, No matter. 

Debt, It looks like mistrust, which is a wrong to 
friendship. 

Cred. Lord ! 

Debt, I am so ashamed ! — for I dare trust my soul 
with you. I borrowed it, to lend a person of quality, 
whom I employed to introduce me to the King, and 
recommend me to his particular favour, that I might 
be able to do you service in your affairs. 

Cred, did you so ? then that debt is as it were 
paid ; I '11 cross it out. 

Debt, By no means ; you shall have it, or I vow — 

Cred, Well, Sir, as you please. 

Debt, I vow I would ne'er have borrowed of you 
again, as long as I had lived — but proceed — 

Cred, Another time one hundred — 

Debt, 0, that was to send into France to my wife 
to bring her over, but the Queen would not part with 
her then ; and since, she is fallen sick. 

Cred. Alas ! 

Debt. But pretty well recovered — 

Cred, These four sums make up four hundred 
guineas — 

Debt, Just as can be ; a very good account. Put 
down two hundred more, whicn I will borrow of you 
now ; and then it will be just six hundred : that is, 
if it will be no inconvenience to you — 

Cred, Euh, not in the least — 

Debt. It is to make up a sum of two thousand 
pounds, which I am about to lay up in houses I have 
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bought ; hot if it inoommode you, I out h^n it 
elMwhera — 

OmL O, by no means — 

DtiL Yoa need bat tell me, if it will be any 
troabk. 

OmL Lofd, Sir, that you will think ao ! 

DnH, I know aome will be glad of the oocuion to 
aerve me ; bat theae are fiiToora only to be aaked of 
apodal ftienda. I thoaght jroa, being my most 
eatoemed friend, would take it ill, if joa ahoold 
come to hear of it, that I did not ask yoa fiiat 

CtBtL It ia a great honour. 



CUCXl. (Ck) 

THE TRIUMPHAinr WIDOW : A GOMEDT. 

BY THE DUKE OF KXWCA8TLX. 

ITiraieim ^a fhirfgomff to AasMlioa. 

OJIicen. Boom for the prisoner there, room for 
the priaoner. 

Fi*cip(ML Make room there ; 'tia a strange thing 
a man cannot go to be hanged without crowding for 
it 

\M /V//oif, Pray, Sir, were not you a kin to one 
ITruh f • 

r«>^t)<i*/. No ; I had run away faster then. 

2m<i /V//oir. Pray, prisoner, before your death 
clcnr X'our conacicnce, and tell me truly, &c. 

[Afl ask' him qvcstions about robberies. 

}f,ii>Krtf, I am sure you had my Lady's gilt 
oaudlo ouii. 

/IviZ/wir. Yes. and would have kept it ; but she 
has it again, has she not ? 

Ji^mrs, And the jilate out of my buttery — 

PMiM(f» Well, and had she not it again ? what 
rt plagno would you have ? you examine me, as if 
v^Mi wxuild hang nio, after I am hanged. Pray, 
i^rt\»vr!«» ri<l mo oi these impertinent people, and let 
wt* die in quiot. 

• A noted highwayman !n those days. 
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1st Woman, lord ! how angry he is ! that 
shews he is a right reprobate, I warrant you. 

Footpad. I believe, if all of you were to be hanged, 
which I hope may be in good time, you'd not bo 
very merry. 

27id Woman. Lord, what a down look he has ! 

Ist Woman, Aye, and what a cloud in his fore- 
head, goody Twattle mark that — 

2nd Woman. Aye, and such frowning wrinkles, 
I warrant you, not so much as a smile from him. 

Footpad. Smile, quoth she ? Tho* 'tis sport for 
you, 'tis none for me, I assm-e you. 

Ist Woman. Aye, but 'tis so long before you *re 
hanged. 

Footpad. I wish it longer, good woman. • 

1st Fellow. Prithee, Mr Thief, let this be 
warning to you for ever doing the like again. 

Footpad. I promise you it shall. 

2nd Woman. That *s well : thank you with all 
my heart ; la ! that was spoken like a precious godly 
man now. 

1st Woman. By my trulv, methinks now he is a 
veiy proper man, as one shall see in a summer's day. 

Footpad. Aye, so are all that are hanged ; the 
gallows adds a great deal of grace to one's person. 

2nd Womxin. I vow he is a lovely man ; 'tis pity 
he should be taken away, as they say, in the flower 
of his age. 

Ist Officer. Come, dispatch, dispatch ; what a 
plague shall we stay all day, and neglect our business, 
to hang one thief? 

2nd Offijcer. Pray, be hanged quickly. Sir ; for I 
am to go to a Fair hard by. 

1st Offijcer. And I am to meet some friends to 
drink out a stand of ale by and by. 

1st Woman. "N&jf pray let him speak, and die 
like a Christian. 

2nd Woman. 0, I have heard brave speeches at 
this place before. 

Footpad. Well, good people— if I may be bold to 
call you so— this Pulpit was not of my choosing. I 
shall shortly preach mortality to you without speak- 
ing ; therefore pray take example by me, and then I 
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know what will become of ye. I will be, I say, your 
memento morif hoping you will all follow me. 

1^ Fellow, he speaks rarely. 

2nd Fellow, Aye, does Latin it. 

Footpad, I have been too covetous, and at last 
taken for it, and am very sorry for it. I have been 
a great sinner, and condemned for it, which grieves 
me not a little, that I made not my escape, and so 
I heartily repent it, and so I die with this true con- 
fession. 

Ist Woman {weeping), Mercy on him, for a better 
man was never hanged: 

^nd WoTnan, So true and hearty repentance, and 
so pious. 

2nd Fellow, Help him up higher on the ladder. 
Now you are above us all. 

Footpad, Truly I desire you were all equal with 
me ; 
I have no pride in this world. 

Ist Fellow, Will you not sing. Sir, before you 
are hanged i 

Footpad. No, I thank you ; I am not so merrily 
disposed. 

Hangman. Come, are you ready ? 

Footpad, Yes, I have been preparing for you 
these many years. 

\8t Woman. Mercy on him and save his better 
part. 

2nd Woman. You see what we must all come to. 

[ffom blows a reprieve. 

Officer. A reprieve ! how came that ? 

Post. My Lady Haughty procured it. 

Footpad. I will always say, while I live, that her 
Ladyship *s a civil person. 

\st Fellow. Rsh, what must he not be hanged 
now? 

2nd Fellow, What ! did we come all this way for 
this? 

Ist Woman. Take all this pains to see nothing ? 

Footpad. Very pious good people, I shall shew 
you no sport this day. 
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CLXLII. (O.) 

BRUTUS OF ALBA : A COMEDY. 

BY NAHUM TATE. 

Raousa, andfowr more Witches, dbovi to raise a storm, 

Bag, 'Tis time we were preparing for the storm. 
Heed me, ye daughters of the mystic art ; 
Look that it be no common hurricane, 
But such as rend the Caspian cliffs, and from 
Th* Hyrcanian hills sweep cedars, roots and all. 
Speak ; goes all right ? 

AIL Uh! Uh! Uh! Uh ! 

Ist W. The cricket leaves our cave, and chirps no 
more. 

2nd W, I stuck a ram, but could not stain my 
steel. 

Zrd W. His fat consumed in th* fire, and never 
smok'd. 10 

Uh W. I found this morn upon our furnace wall 
Mysterious words wrought by a slimy snail. 
Whose night-walk fate had guided in that form. 

2nd W. Thou 'rt queen of mysteries, great Ragusa. 
How hast thou stemm'd the abyss of our black science, 
Traced dodging Nature thro' her blind 'scape-roads, 
In her dark mansion seized her, stripp'd her veil. 
And brought her naked and trembling to the light ? 

Uaq, Now to our task — 
Stand off ; and, crouching, mystic postures make, 
Gnawing your rivell'd knuckles till they bleed, 21 
Whilst I fall prostrate to consult my art. 
And mutter sounds too sacred for your ear. 

\Siorm rises. 

Bag. The storm *s on wing, comes powdering from 
the Nore ; 
*T has passed the Alps already, and whirls forward 
To th* Apennine, whose drifted snow is swept 
To th' vales beneath, while cots and folds lie buried. — 
Thou Myrza tak'st to-night an airy march 
To th' Pontic shore for drugs ; and for more speed 
On my own maple crutch thou shalt be mounted, 
Which bridled turns to a steed so manageable, 3<^ 
That thou may'st rein him with a spider's thread. 
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Ath W, And bow if I overtake a bark in tbe way ? 

Bag, Tben, if aloft tboa goest, to tinder scorcb 
Tbe fans ; but if tbou tak'st a lower cut, 
Tben snatcb tbe wbip-staif from tbe steersman's band, 
Aud souse bim in tbe foam. 

4/% W. He sball be drencb*d. \8torm thickens. 

Bag. Aye, tbis is music ! now metbinks I bear 
Tbe iSirieks of sinking sailors, tackle rent. 
Rudders unbing*d, wbilst tbe sea-raveners swift 
Scour tbro* tbe dark flood for tbe diving corpses. 10 

\^The owl cries. 
Ha ! art tbou tbere, my melancboly sister ? 
Tbou tbink'st tby nap was sbort, and art surprised 
To find nigbt fallen already. 
More turf to tb' fire, till tbe black mesb ferment ; 
Bum tb' oil of basilisk to fret tbe storm. 
Tbat was a merry clap : I know tbat cloud 
Was of my Fricker's rending, Fricker rent it ; 

'tis an ardent Spirit : but besbrew bim, 
Twas he seduced me first to belllsb arts. 

He found me pensive in a desert glen, 20 

Near a lone oak forlorn and tbunder-clef t, 

Where discontented, I abjured tbe Gods, 

And bann*d tbe cruel creditor tbat seiz'd 

My Mullees,* sole subsistence of my life. 

He promised me full twelve years' absolute reign 

To banquet all my senses, but be lied, 

For vipers' flesb is now my only food, 

My dnnk of springs tbat stream from sulph'rous 

mines ; 
Beside, with midnight cramps and scalding sweats 

1 am almost inured for bell's worst tortures. — 30 
I bear tbe wood-nymphs cry ; by tbat I know 

My charm has took — 

but day clears up, 
And heav'nly light wounds my infectious eyes. 
\st W. Now, sullen Dame, dost tbou approve 

our works ? 
Bojg. *Twas a brave wreck : 0, you have well 

perform'd. 
2nrf W. Myrza and I bestrid a cloud, and soar'd 
To lash the storm, which we pursu'd to tb' City, 

* Her cows. 
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Where in my flight I snatch'd the golden globe, 
That high on Saturn's pillar blaz'd i* th' air. 

Srd W. I fired the turret of Minerva's fane. 

Uh W. I stayed i' th' cell to set the spell a-work. 
The lamps burnt ghastly blue, the Aimace shook ; 
The Salamander felt the heat redoubled, 
And frisk'd about, so well I plied the fire. 

-Bagr. Now as I hate brignt day, and love moon* 
shine. 
You shall be all my sisters in the art : 
I will instruct ye in each mystery ; 10 

Make ye all Bi^sas. 

All. Ho ! Ho ! Ho ! 

Bxag, Around me, and I *11 deal to each her dole. 
There 's an elf-lock, tooth of hermaphrodite, 
A brace of mandrakes digg'd in fairy ground, 
A lamprey's chain, snake's eggs, dead sparks of 

thunder 
Quench 'd in its passage thro' the cold mid-air, 
A mermaid's fin, a cockatrice's comb 
Wrapped i' the dried caul of a brat still-born. 

In whispers take the rest, which named aloud 
Would fright the day, and raise another storm. 
All. Ho ! Ho 1 Ho ! Ho ! 

SoziMAN, a vdcked Statesman j employs Bagusa/ot achami. 

Rag. — my drudges I '11 employ 
To frame with their best arts a bracelet for thee,"^ " < 
Which, whilst thou wear'st it lock'd on thy left arm, 
Treason shall ne'er annoy thee, sword and poison 
In vain attempt ; Nature alone have power 
Thy substance to dissolve, nor she herself 
Till many a winter-shock hath broke thy temper. 30- 

Soz, Medea for her Jason less performed ! 
My greatening soul aspires to range like thee. 
In unknown worlds, to search the reign of Night. 
Admitted to thy dreadful mysteries, 
I should be more than mortal. 

Rag. Near my cell, 
'Mongst circling rocks (in form a theatre) 
Lies a snug vale. 

Soz, With horror I have view*d it ; 



■Tis biMtad all and bare, »fl 1 
Aii'l st'sms a ronnii for elves to revel ii 
IC<i'j, Witli my ittsDilants there 



h waning 



Uy dreadful Court I bold, and ut in aUte : — 
And when the dire tTanBactioni ore dUpatoh'd, 
Our Eany Spirits ascend to make iis mirth 
With gambols, danees, maska and revelling songs, 
Till our mad din strike terror through the waste, 
.Spreads far and wide to th' eliffa that bank the main. 
And scarce is lost in the wide ocean's roar. 10 

Here seated by me thou shnlt view the sports, 
Willie demons kiss thy foot, and swear thee homage. 
Raqpsa, ml\ tht other Wi'dia, haeing finiihfd t\e 

Jtag, Proceed we then to Qniah oiir black pro- 
jects.— -H 
View here, till from jour green distilling eyea ^^M 
The poisonous glances centre on this bracelet, ^H 
A fatal gift lor our [iTajeating sou ; — ^^M 
Beren hours odd minutes has it steept i' th' g^ ^H 
Of a rile Moor swice-rooted &om hiB grave. 
Now to jour bloated lips apply it round. 
And with th' infectiaus dew of your black breaths 20 
Complete its balefal force. 



THE HTJNTINQDON DIVERTISEMENT : AN 
INTERLXJDE, FOR THE GENERAL EN- 
TERTAINMENT AT THE COUNTY FEAST, 
HELD AT MERCHANT TAILORS' HALL, 
JUNE 20rH, 1878. 



Humimr of a retired Knight 

Sir Jeoffrt Doe-riobt. Master Gbnerous 
Goodman. 
Oen. Sir Jeoffry. good morrow. 
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Of too much sloth ; as if you did intend 
To catch the Muses napping. 

Sir J, Did you know 
Th6 pleasures of an early oontemplation, 
You d never let Aurora blush to find 
You drowsy on your bed, but rouse, and spend 
Some short ejaculations, —how the night 
Disbands her sparkling troops at the approach 
Of the ensuing day, when th' grey-eyed sky 
Ushers the golden signals of the mom ; 10 

Whilst the magnanimous cock with joy proclaims 
The sun*s illustrious cavalcade. Your thoughts 
Would ruminate on all the works of Heaven, 
And till* various dispensations of its power. 
Our predecessors better did improve 
The precious minutes of the mom than we. 
Their lazy successors. Their practice taught 
And left us th* good Proverbial, that "To rise 
Early makes all men healthy, wealthy, wise." 

Qen, Your practice, Sir, merits our imitation ; 20 
Where the least particle of night and day's 
Improved to th' best advantage, whilst your soul 
(XJnclogg'd from th' dross of melancholic cares) 
Makes every place a paradise. 

Sir J, 'iSstme, 
I bless my lucky stars, whose kind aspects 
Have fix'd me in this solitude. My youth 
Passed thro' the tropics of each fortune, I 
Was made her perfect tennis-ball ; her smiles 29 
Now made me rich and honour'd ; then her frowns 
Daah'd all mv joys, and blasted all my hopes ; 
Till wearied by such interchange of weather, 
In court and city, I at length confined 
All my ambition to the G^den Mean, 
The iiquinoctial of mv fate ; to amend 
The errors of my life by a good end. 



II. u 
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BELPHBQOB: A OOUKDT. 
BT jomr wntoir. 




That tluNi*d'tt bMB with w at Doki ]>orti*t AH^B t 

Hm pntlj oonlMt behPMtt at aad 

To iB< the wDdem—, gntii ailwiii% 

And In the midit af«r a fltefedj ' 

Hm NtptaM of dw Ugnriaa M» 

Andraw Doria^-tlkB mm who flnt 

Traght CtaBMiiot to ■art : ^MtoMiold 

The eariogi w mi i i w wIm aad wmtoii tfufn 

Wind hare and tiun, as if thflj had ftffgoi 

Thair enand to the aea. ... M 

And tlifln agatitj williin 
Ihe TMt piodtgioiia oaga» to aea tha groTaa 
Ofmjrtla, atangey Jeanmina, bcgnila 
IIm wiw^ qniia Into a natiW iraiUa, 
And prick or ihair laatraint Thaiit up and demu. 
An aatiqiiatad maiUa, or bnkn atatoe, 
Mj^eatio ar'n in ndn. 

And anoli a i^brioiia palaee : 
Such pioturas, earring, ftonitnre ! my woidB 
Oannot reaoh hidf the aplendoiir. And, after all, 90 
To see the sea, fond of die goodly sight, 
One while glide amorous, and lidc her waUs, 
As who woold say, (>>me Follow ; but, repids'd 
Rally its whole artillery of waves, 
And crowd into a st<»rm ! 

OLZXV. (o.) 
THE AMBITIOUS STATESMAN : A TRAGEDY. 

BY JOHN OKOWKB. 

Vkndomb, retumtfigfrom the wart, hear$ new$, that 
LOXTIZB igJuUe to hint, 

Ven. (solus). Where'er I go, I meet a wandering 
romour, 
Louize is the Dauphin's secret mistress. 
I heard it in the army, but the sound 
Was then as feeble as the distant murmurs 
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Of a great river miDgling with the sea ; 

But now I am come near this river's (ahf 

*Tia louder than the cataracts of Nile. 

If this be true, 

Doomsday is near, and all the heavens are fjalling. — 

I know not what to think of it, for everywhere 

I meet a choking dust, such as is made 

After removing all a palace furniture : 

If she be gone, the world in my esteem 

Is all bare walls ; nothing remains in it 10 

But dust and feathers, like a Turkish inn. 

And the foul steps where plunderers have been. 

ValedicUon, 

Ten, {to his faithless Mistress). Madam, I 'm well 
assured, vou will not send 
One poor thought after me, much less a messenger. 
To know the truth ; but if you do, he 11 find, 
In some unfinished part of {he creation, 
Where Night and Chaos never were dJsturb'd 
But bed-rid lie, in some dark rocky desert, 
There will he find a thing — ^whether a man, 
Or the collected shadows of the desert 20 

Oondens'd into a shape, he 'U hardly know ; 
This figure he will find walking alone, 
Poring one while on some sad book at noon, 
By ta^r-Heht, for never day shone there : 
Sometimes laid grovelling on the barren earth, 
Moist with his tears, for never dew fell there : 
And when night comes, not known from day by 

darkness. 
But by some faithful messenger of time. 
He '11 find him stretched upon a bed of stone, 
Out from the bowels of some rocky cave, 80 

Offering himself either to Sleep or Death ; 
And neither will accept the dismal wretch : 
At length a slumber m its infi&nt arms 
Takes up his heavy soul, but wanting strength 
To bear it, quickly lets it fall again ; 
At which the wretch starts up, and walks about 
All night, and aU the time it should be dav ; 
Till quite forgetting, quite forgot of everytning 
But Sorrow, pines away, and in small time 
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Of the only man that durst inhabit there. 
Becomes tne only Ghost that dares walk there. 

Incredulity to Virtue 

Vcn, Perhaps there never were such things as 
Virtues, 
But only in men's fancies, like the Phoenix ; 
Or if they once have been, they 're now but names 
Of natures lost, which came into the world. 
But could not live, nor propagate their kind. 

Faithless Beauty, 

Louize. Dare you approach me ? 

Ven, Yes, but with fear, for sure you're not a 
Woman. 
A Comet glittered in the air o' late, 10 

And kept some weeks the frighted kingdom waking ; 
Long hair it had, like vou ; a shininjg aspect ; 
Its beauty smiled, at the same time it frighten'd ; 
And every horror in it had a grace. 
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THYESTES : A TRAGEDY. 

BY THE SAME. 

Atbbus, having recovered his Wife, and Kingdom f from 
his brother Thtestes, who had usurped both, ana sent 
him into banishment, describes his offending Queen. 

Atreiis {solus), still she lives : 

"Tis true, in heavy sorrow : so she ought. 

If she offended as I fear she has. 

Her hardships, though, she owes to her own choice. 

I 've often offer 'd her my useless couch ; 

For what is it to me ? I never sleep : 20 

But for her bed she choses the hard floor. 

My table is spread for her ; I never eat : 

And she '11 take nothing but what feeds her grief, 

Philisthenbs, the son of Thykstes, at a stolen interview 
tcith Antigone, the datightei- o/ Atrbus, is surprised 
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hy the King* 8 Spies ; upon which mirfbrtune Ajrtigonk 
twQoningy is found hy Peneus. 

Antiqonr. Peneus, an ancMfid retainer to the Court 

o/Mycena. 

PcTieus, Ha I what is she that sleeps in open air t 
Indeed the place is far from any path, 
But what conducts to melancholy thoiurhts ; 
But those are heaten roads about this (%urt. 
Her habit calls her, Noble Grecian Maid ; 
But her sleep says, she is a stranger here. 
All birds of night build in this C^urt, but Sleep : 
And Sleep is here made wild with loud complaints, 
And flies away from all. I wonder how 
This maid has brought it to her lure so tame. 10 

Antigone {waking from her awoon). Oh my 
Philisthenes ! 

Peneua, She wakes to moan ; 
Aye, that 's the proper language of this place 1 

Antigone, My dear, my poor PhiUsthenes is seized t 
I know 'tis so ! oh horror ! death ! hell I oh — 

Peneus. I know her now ; 'tis fair Antigone, 
The daughter and the darling of the King. 
This is the lot of all this family.* 
Beauteous Antigone, thou know'st me well ; 
I am old Peneus, one who threescore years 20 

Has loved and serv'd thy wretched family. 
Impart thy sorrows to me ; I perhaps 
In my wide circle of experience 
May find some counsel that may do thee good. 

Antigone, O good old man ! how long have you 
Deen here ? 

Peneus. I came but now. 

Antigone, O did you see this way 
Poor young Philisthenes ? you know him well. 

Peneus, Thy uncle's son, Thyestes' eldest son ? 

Antigone, The same, the same ! 80 

Peneus, No ; all the Gkxls forbid 
I should meet him so near thy father's Court. 

Antigone, O he was here one cursed minute ptst. 

Peneus, What brought him hither f 

* The deseendants of Tantalus. 
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AiUigone, Love to wretched me. 
Our wamng fathers never ventured more 
For Mtter hate than we for innocent love. 
Here, Imt a minute post, the dear youth lay, 
Here in this brambly cave lay in my arms ; 
And now he 's seized I O miserable me — 

{Tears her hair, 
Peneus. Why dost thou rend that beauteous 
ornament? 
In what has it offended ? hold thy hands. 
AiUigovve, O father, go and plead for the pcxH: 
youth ; 
No one dares speak to the fierce King but you. 10 
Penew, And no one near speaks more in vain 
than I ; 
He spurns me from his presence like a dog. 
Awtigone. Oh, then — 
Peneua, She faints, she swoons, I fHfhten'd her, 

I spake indiscreetly. Daughter, child, 
Antigone, I 'U go, indeed I '11 go. 

Awbigone. ftere is no help for me in heav'n or 

earth. 
Peneus. There is, there is ; despair not, sorrowful 
maid. 
All will be well. I 'm going to the King, 
And will with powVful reasons bind his hands ; 20 
And something in me says I shall prevail. 
But to whose care shall I leave thee the while ? — 
For oh ! I dare not trust thee to thy grief. 
Antigone, I'll be disposed of, rather, as you 
please, 
Till I receive the blest or dreadful doom. 
PeneiLS, Then come, dear daughter, lean upon 
my arm, 
Which old and weak is stronger yet than thine ; 
Thy youth hath known more sorrow than my age. 

1 never hear of ^ef, but when I 'm here ; 

But one day's diet here of sighs and tears 80 

Returns me elder home by many years. 

Atrbus, to entrap his "brother Thtbstes ; whjo has lived 
a concealed life^ lurking in woodsy to elttde his 
vengeance : sends Philisthenbs and old Prnbus to 
him with offers of reconciliation^ and an invitation to 
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Court, to he present <U the nuptialt o/AJsmoovE wilh 

PHnJUTUEMEB. 

THTISTRS. PHILISTHSNBS. PBNXU& 

Thy. Welcome to my arms, 
My hope, my comfort ! Time has roU'd about 
Several months since I have seen thy face, 
And in its progress has done wond'rous things. 

jnUL Strange things indeed to chase yon to this sad 
Dismal abode ; nay, and to age, I think : 
I see that winter thrusting itself forth 
Long^ long before its time, in silver hairs. 

7%y, My fault, my son ; I would be great and 
high; 
Snow lies in summer on some mountain tops, 10 
Ah, Son f I 'm sorry for thy noble youth. 
Thou hast so bad a father ; I 'm afiraid. 
Fortune will cjuarrel with thee for my sake. 
Thou wilt derive unhappiness from me. 
Like an hereditary ill disease. 

Phil. Sir, I was bom, when you were innocent ; 
And all the ill you have contracted since. 
You have wrought out by painful penitence ; 
For healthy joy returns to us again ; 
Nay, a more vigorous joy than e'er we had. 20 

Like one recover'd from a sad disease, 
Nature for dama^ pays him double cost. 
And gives him fisiirer flesh than what he lost. 

Thtbstbs is won fi^ his retirement hy the joint repre^ 
sewtations of rHiLiSTHBNES and^ Pkbvbub, of the ap- 
parent good fadih, and returning kindness of his 
brother; ana visUs Mycenos: — his oot^fidenee; his 
relwming misgivings. 

Thtbstbs. Philisthbnbs. Penbus. 

Thy. wondrous pleasure to a banish'd man, 
I feel my loved long look'd-for native soil ) 
And oh 1 my weary eyes, that all the day 
Had from some mountain traveird toward this place, 
Now rest themselves upon the royal towers 
Of Ihat great palace where I had my birth. 
O sanrea towers, sacred in your height, 80 

Mingling with clouds, the villas of the Gods, 
Whither for secret pleasures they retire ; 
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2^. I tilK dtAtrmm, 

An. Whataiotfaeoetoliimf 

Thf, Noonr thoa I am, fcr thaj 

An» Oodo dri^e thaM impiou tiho^^rta 
yoor iniDd. 

TAy. Tie Ood« for all oar safety pat tiiemi 
Siturn, retnm with me. 

Pen. Against onr oaths ? 
I cannot stem the vengeance of the Gods. 

Tky, Here are no Gods : they 'ye left this dire 
abode. 

Pien. True race of Tantalus ! who parent-like 80 
Are doom'd in midst of plenty to be starved. 
His hell and yours differ alone in this : 
When he would catch at Joys, they fly from him ; 
When glories catch at you, you fly fi'om them. 

Thy, A flt comparison ; our joys and his 
Are lying shadows, which to trust is hell. 

The day qftfie preteiultd NuptieUs. — Atrbub feiynt a 
returnhii/ love far his Queen. 

jMropt, this is too much joy for me to bear : 
You build new palaces on })roken walls. 
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Atreus, Come, let our new-born pleasures breathe 
This room 's too Tole a cabinet for gold, [sweet air ; 
Then leave for ever, Love, this doleftil place, 
And leave behind tiiee all thy sorrows here ; 
And dress thyself as this great day requires. 
'Twill be thy daughter's nuptials ; and I dream'd, 
The Sun himself would be asham'd to come, 
And be a guest in his old tamish'd robe, 
But leave my Court,* to enlighten all the globe. — 

Pbnbus to Atrbus, dissuading him from hit horrid 

purpose. 

Fen. Fear you not men or GUxls ? 10 

A tr. The fear of Gods ne'er came in Pelops' House. 
Pen, Think you there are no Gods ? 
Atr, I find all things 
So false, I am sure of nothing but of wrongs. 

Atbbus. Thybstxs. 
A Tahle and a Banqvet. 

Atr. Come, brother, sit. 

Thy. May not Philisthenes 
Sit with us, Sir ? 

Atr, He waits upon the Bride. . . . 
A deeper bowL This to the Bridegroom's health. 19 

Thy. This to the Gods for this most joyful day. — 
Now to the Bridegroom's health. 

Atr. This day shall be 
To Argos an eternal festival. 

Thy. Fortune and I to-day both try our strengths. 
I have quite tired her left-hand Misery ; 
She now relieves it with her right-hand Joy, 
Which she lavs on me with her utmost force ; 
But both shall be too weak for my strong spirit. 

Atr. {aside. ) So, now my engines of delight have 
screw'd 
The monster to the top of arrogance ; 80 

And now he 's ready for his deaidly fedl. 

Thy. these extremes of misery and joy 
Measure the vast extent of a man's soul. 
My Spirit reaches Fortune's East and West. 

* A hint of the dreadfol banquet which he meditates, at 
which the Hon is aaid to have turned awaj liia hones. 



liH oft set and ru'n here ; yet c&miot get 
of the vast ilomimun of mj mind. — 
' my pronil vaunting ha« a sadden chedc ; 
frMn my hi*d roy crown of roa«a falls ; 
hair, tho' almost drovn'd b«i>estli sweet oils, 
h atran^ and sadden horrors starts njiright : 
C-. ething, I know not what, hida me not est ; 
An>. what I haye devour'd ' ffilhin me groans ; 
I fain would tear my breast to set it free : — 
Asd I have catch'd the eager thirst of tears, 10 

Which all weak spirits have in minery. 
I, who in lanialiniHnt ne'er wept, weep now. 

Atr. Brother, regard it not; 'tia fancy all. 
Kiaery, like night, is haunted with ill spirits, 
And spirits leave not easily their haunts ; 
Tis Mid, sometinies they 'II impudently stand 
A flight of beams from the forlorn of day, 
And Bcom the crowing of the sprightly cooks : — 
Brothfir, 'tis morning with our pleasure yet 
Bar haa the sprightly wine crow'd ott enough, 20 
See in great flagons at full length it sleeps, 
And lata these melancholy thoughts break in 
UpoTi our weaker pleasures. Rouse the wine, . 

And bid him '.hase those fancies iienoe for shame. ' 
FiU up that reverend ultvanquisli'd bowl, 
Who inany a giant in his time has fallen. 
And many a luonater ; Hurculea not more. 

T/i;/. If he descendsinto my groaning breast, 
Likr Hercules, he will descend to lielL 29 

Air. And he will TUiquish all the monaten thsm. 
Brother, your ooniage wit^ thii Hbto try ; 
He o'er our Honaa has reign'd two hiuHued Tears, 
Andha'sthaon' ' 

Thif. Whatai _ __ _ 

Air. Wlut, ia the bowl too he«vy t 

Thy. No ; my heart. 

Air. The wine willUghtsn it. 

Xli^. The wine will not 
Come near my lipa. 

Atr. Why should they be ao strange t 
They 're near a-kin. 

■ Hie maniUd Us 
baiHtMin^iliii. 
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Thy, A-kin? 

Atr, Aspossible ; fSather and son not nearer. 

Thy, What do you mean f 

Atr* Does not good wine beget good blood ? 

Thy, Tistnie. 

Atr, Your lips then and the wine may be a-kin* 
Off with yonr londred wine ; leave not a drop 
To die alone, bewilder'd in that bowL 
Help him to heave it to his head ; that 's well. 

(Tht»tb8 drtnib. A dap qf Tkmder, ThuUgkUffo 

Thy, What pond'roos orimes poll heav'n upon onr 
heads? 10 

Nature is choked with some vast villainy, 
And all her face is black. 
Atr, Some lights, some lights. 
Thy, The sl^ is stnnn'd, and reels 'twixt night 
and day ; 
Old Chaos is retum'd. 

Atr, It is to see 
A young one bom, more dreadful than herself ; 
That promises creat comfort to her age. 
And to restore her empire. 

Thy, What do you mean ? 20 

Atr, Confusion I have in t^ bowels made. 
Th/y, Dire thoughts, like Furies, break into my 
mind 
With flaming brands, and shew me what he means. 
Where is Phuisthenes % 

Atr, Ask thy own bowels : 
Thou heardst them groan ; perhaps they now wiU 
speak. 
Th/y, Thou hast not, ^^nrant — ^what ? — I dare not 

ask — 
Atr, I kill'd thy son, and thou hast drunk his 
blood. 
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OLZZVIL (O.) 

THE MARRIED BEAU : A COMEDY. 

BT THE SAME. 
Wtfe tempted: she pleads religion. 

Lover. Our happy love may haye a secret Ghnrc 
Under the Churon, as FaiUCa was under Pcsufs, 
Where we may carry on our sweet devotion ; 
And the Cathedral marriage keep its state, 
And all its decency and oeremomes. 

OLXXYIU. (o.) 

DON QUIXOTE : A COMEDY, IN THREE 

PARTS. 

BT THOMAS D*VRF£Y. 

Dirge, at the hearse of Chrysoatom. 

Sleep, poor Youth, sleep in peace, 
Relieved from love and mortal care ; 

Whilst we, that pine in life's disease, 
Uncertain-bless'd, less happy are. 

Couched in the dark and silent grave, 
No ills of fate thou now canst fear ; 

In vain would tyrant Power enslave, 
Or scornful Beauty be severe. 

Wars, that do fatal storms disperse, 
Far from thy happy mansion keep ; 

Earthquakes, that snake the universe. 
Can t rock thee into sounder sleep. 

With all the charms of peace possest. 
Secure from life's torment or pain, 

Sleep, and indulge thyself with rest ; 
Nor dream thou e'er shalt rise again. * 



* 



i.e. ** May thy sleep be so profound, as not even hj dreai 
of a resurrection to be disturbed " : the language of paaaic 
not of sincere profaneness. 



FRAGMENTS 
FROM THE GARRICK PLAYS. 




CLXXIX. 

FACETIiE. 

1. 

Holding in Capite. 

First Gent, "lis well known I am a Gentleman. 

My father was a man of £500 a year, and he held 

something in capite too. 
Second Chnt. So does my Lord something — 
Foolith Lord, Nay, by my troth, what I hold m 

capite is worth little or nothing. [Field,] 

2. 
Foors ExperieTuse, 

Page, He that 's first a scholar, and next in love, 
the year after is either an arrant fool or a madman. 

Master. How came your knavery by such experi- 
ence? 

Page, As fools do by news : somebody told me 
so, and I believe it. [/. Jones, ] 

3. 
Modem Sybarite, 



softly, ye villains ! — the roffnes of chair- 
men have troncUea me over some damned nutshell or 
other, that gave me such a jerk as has half murdered 
me. 

4. 

Spare diet of Spamards. 

Spaniard, The air being thin and rarified gener- 
ally proyides us good stomachs. 

tl9 



to «A<r W viX ; I tUak ft MuScS[Tjpl 
Mnong jo Q> 

4Nm. Why, In^ « good MUMge ii iwpeeM 
Bat our people are often yeiy Inxiirioai, tliej abound 
Tery often. 

Aig. no saoh matter, fidth, Spftniud f 'death, 
if they get but a pieoe of bee( tluey^ ahall hang all 
the bmiee oat, and write nndemeath JBen AoAmhi 
he^ eaten, as if 'twere a tn<r«nl*. ^^j^d if they got 
but a lean hen, the feathers shall be spread beran 
the door with greater juide than we our Mipets it 
Mme princely solemnity. 

6. 

IboiMFifrm. 

Servcmi (to my Lord 8UM/^9 OnUtoum OMiv). 
flir, here 's Tour Lord's Ibotmaa oome to tall yon, 
yoor Lord's hat is blown oat of his haad. 
Lord W, Why did not the footman toko it opf 
Uiker, He durst not, my Lord ; 'tis abore iifcm- 
Lord W. Where ! a'top of the ehhnney t 
Uskcr, Aboye his office, mv Lord. 
Lofd W. How does this fool, for want of eolid 
greatness, swell with empty ceremony, and fertile 
himself with outworks ! That a man must dig fhro' 
rubbish to come at an ass ! \Qrov}ii6,\ 

6. 

Ccist Books, 

Waitina maid, I have a new Bible too ; and when 
my Lady left her Practice of Piety, she «ive it me. 

7. 

Oood cU guessing, 

Nay, good Mr Constable, you are e'en the luckiest 
at bemg wise that ever I knew. NetocasUe, 
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8. 
Essays at Essays, 

1. eternal blockhead, did you never write Essays ? 

2. I did essay to write Essays, but I cannot say I 
writ Essays. NetocasUe, 

9. 

Hard words, 

Indiscerptibility, and Essential Spissitude : words 
which, though I am no competent judge of, for want 
of languages, yet I fancy strongly ought to mean 
nothing. Mrs Afra Behn, 

10. 

Scandals to Atheism, 

a late learned Doctor ; who, though himself 

no great assertor of a Deity, yet was observed to be 
continually persuadixig this sort of men [the rake- 
helly blockneaded uifidels about town] of the 
necessity and truth of our relicion ; and bein^ aske 
how he came to bestir himself so much this way, 
made answer, that it was because their iterance 
and indiscreet debauch made them a ScaudS to the 
Profession of Atheism. Behn, 

11. 
Excuse for being a/raid in a Stonn, 

Master. Courage ! why what dost thou call 
courage ? Hector nimself would not have exchange 
>his ten years' siege for our ten days' storm at sea. 
A Storm ! a hundred thousand fighting men are 
nothing to it ; cities sack'd by fire, nothing. 'Tis 
a resisuess coward, that attacks a man at disadvan- 
tage ; an unaccountable ma^ic, that first ooiuures 
down a man's courage, and then plays the devil 
over him ; and, in fine, it is a Storm 1 

Mate, Good lack, that it should be all these 
terrible thinfls, and yet that we should outlive it t 

Master, No god-a-merpy to our courages tho', I 
tell you that now ; but like an angry wench, when 
it had hufiSBd and bluster'd itaelf weary, it lay still 

II. X 



IhOdt GaUiBitty. 

Mob. Wlut, b«st a woman, Sir r 

MaMer. 'Paha, aJl'fl one Tor that ; if 1 am pia- 

Toked, anger wiil ba™ iW effects upon wbomsoe'er 

it light : n said Van Tn>m|i, tcheu he took hii 

Histres) a cnff on the ear Tor finding fault with an 

iO-faahioned leg he made her. I liked his bomonr 

veil. Behn. 

13. 



sitting at hame in the clumnef comer, con- 
ing the face of Doke de Alva Qpon the jogs, fcr 
lajing an impodtion on hew. BeJin. 

11. 

J^aie ai CKureA. 

1 shall know all, when I meet her in &» 

chapel to-morrow. I am resolred to ventnre thither, 
tho I uu tStaid the does will bark me oat again, 
and by that means let the congregation know how 
maoh I am a atnnger to the place. Dtirfey. 

15. 

Lying TravclUr. 

Yon do not believe me then ? tha dedl take me, 

if these home-bred Tellowscan besaved : thejnsithei 

know nor believe ba>If the croatioQ- Lacg. 



SKghA Beaii, cotaraalal tciih a Fnneh one. 

a tnie-bred B^nglish Bean has indeed the 

powder, the essence, the toothpick, the snnff'-box ; 
and ii u idle ; bat the fault is in the flesh— he has 
not the motion, and looks stiff nnder all this. Now 
• French Fop like a Poet, is bom so, and wonld hn 
known withont clothes ; it is in his ejes, hia nose, 
his fingers, his elbmra, hia heels, tiey dance when 
they walk, and ring when they apeak. We hare 
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nothing in that perfection as abroad ; and our cuck- 
olds, as well as our grapes, are but half ripened. 

Bwmahy, 

17. 
Faiwiful Redpct jyrescnbed for sick Fancy. 

The juice of a lemon that 's civil at seasons, 

Twefye dancing capers, ten lunatic reasons ; 

Two dying notes of an ancient swan ; 

Three sighs, a thousand years kept, if you can ; 

Some scrapings of Ovges s ring ma^ pass, 

With the skin of a shadow caught in a glass ; 

Six pennyworth of thoughts untold ; 

The jelly of a star, before it be cold ; 

One ounce of courtship from a country daughter ; 

A fpradn of wit, and a quart of laughter. — 

Boil these on the fire of Zeal (with some beech- 
coals, lest the vessel burst). — If you can get these 
ingredients, I will compound them for you. Then, 
when the patient is perfectly recovered, she shall be 
married in rich cloth of rainbow laced with sun- 
beams. Strode. 

18. 

BeatUiea at Church, 

Fair women in Churches have as ill effect as fine 
strangers in Grammar schools: for tho' the boys 
keep on the humdrum still, yet none of 'em mind 
their lesson for looking about em. Faiie. 

19. 

Eocfpedients, 

I have observed the wisdom of these Moors : for 
some days since being invited by one of the chief 
Bashaws to dinner, after meat, sitting by a huge fire, 
and feeling his shins to bum, I requested him to 
pull back his chair, but he very imderstandindy 
sent for three or four masons, and removed m 
chimney. \Hiyvfoo^\, 



Mayor of ^uctntAorroic, a ChrisHan, giving vrdrrffat 
ftasling Brii;ilM, a Ikujaa Kiiig ijf Kent, who hoi 
UtiUd hitnscif to the AtayorS tnble^ 

give ohar^je the mutton come in all raw; 

th« King of Kent is > P&gan, ud miut be aerred so. 
And let tlioae officers, ttiat aeldom or never go to 
vhnreb, bring it in ; it will be the better taken. 
JIfiddltfon. 



fatm 



21. 
's devUe lo get a dainty. 



I have a privilege. I yae at the tavern the other 
(laj ; in the next room I smelt hot veniaon. I sent 
but a drawer to tell tli» compniij', " one in the house 
with a B™** belly longed for a comer," and I had 
hatr a put; eent me iiumediatoly. Shirley. 



Mimr'i Senxaii, 

Friend, Camelion, how uov, have you turned 
away your master ? 

Oamelitm. No ', 1 sold my place. Aa I wm 
thinking to run away, cornea this fellow, and oBm 
m« ft breoicbit for my good will to speak to mv 
mutet for him. I took >iim at hia wotd, and 
redgned tny office, and turned over my hunger to 
him Immedifttely. Now I serve & man. 

Shirley. 



even as weuy with this walfcing; for Gods eak^ 
wbeieabontB does the ple««nre of walking lis t I 
swetu I have often sought it till I was weary, and 
yat I ooold ne'er find it. T. KiiU^mD. 
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24. 
Foolish Suitor, 

AldermaTi, Save you, Sir. 

Suitor. You do not think me damn'd, Sir, that 
you bestow 
That salutation on me ? 

Aid, Good, Sir, no. 
Whom would you speak with here ? 

Suit, Sir, my discourse 
Points at one Alderman Covet. 

Aid, I am the party. 

Suit, I understand you have a daughter, is 
Of most unknown perfections. 

Aid, She is as Heaven made her — 

Suit. She goes naked then ; 
The tailor has no hand in her. [Cflapthorm.'} 



CLXXX. 

SERIOUS FRAGMENTS. 

1. 

Misery lays stronger bonds of love than Nature ; 
and they are more one, whom the same misfortune 
joined together, than whom the same womb gave 
life. ff. Killigrew. 

2. 
Dying Person, 
my soul 



The warm embraces of her flesh is now, 
Ev'n now forsaking ; this frail body must 
Like a lost feather fall from off the wing 
Of Vanity — W. Chamberlain, 



3. 



eternity: 



Within whose everlasting springs we shall 

Meet with those joys, whose blasted embryos were 

Here made abortive— W, Chamberlavn, 




4. 

Ofihan dielimd ly a 

I know no mon the way ta tamiifanl mla^ 

Than Iw that '■ bon^ AIM hM hii jMia eooM to UBi 

On a wof^ daacrt— MitUlthn, 

& 

To a Voimrtm, 

Kaep itQl that hohr and fannacinlato lli% 
YoQ ohaate la*np of eteniltj ; *tii % tnaMna 
Too preeioiia for deatfa'a monMnt to partake^ 
The twinkling of abort lUik--- «tftfl<flwi. 

e. 

Tha fiuDBO that a man wina himialf la biat ; 
That ha may call hia own : honoora p«t to him 
Maka him no mora a man than hla olofliaa doL 
Whieh are aa aoon to'en oif ; for in the wannth 
Dia beat oomaa firom the bodr, not tiba waada ; 
80 man'a traa frma mnat atrike from hia own daeda. 

MiddUkm. 

AdveiUwren. 

The aona of Fortone, she has sent as forth 
To thriye by the red sweat of our own merits. 

Middleton, 

8. 

New made Honour, 



forcetfolness 



Is the most pleasmg virtue they can have, 

That do spring up from nothing ; for by the same^ 

Forgetdng all, they forget whence they came. 

mdcOdan. 
9. 

(Enone foraakcTu 

Begoil'd, disdam'd, and out of love, live long, thoa 

poplar tree, 
And let thy letters grow in length to witness this 

with me. 
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Ah Venus, bnt for reverence unto thy sacred name, 
To steal a silly maiden's love I might account it 

blame. — 
And if the tales I hear be tme, and blush for to 

recite, 
Thou dost me wrong to leave the plains, and dally 

out ofsi^ht, 
False Paris ! this was not thy vow, when thou and 

I were one, 
To range and change old love for new ; but now 

uiose days be done. Peele. 

10. 

EpiUpty, 

— your [Caesar's] disease the gods ne'er gave to man, 
But such a one as had a spirit to ogreat 
For all his body's passages to serve it ; 
Which notes the excess of your ambition. 

Chapmann* 

11. 

We are not tried but in our misery. He is a cun- 
ning coachman, that can turn well in a narrow room. 

Aruyii, 

12. 

Gray haira. 

upon whose reverend head 

The milk-white pledge of wisdom sweetly spreads. — 

Lodge. 

13. 

Ladies Dancing, 

a fine sweet earthquake, gently moved 

By the soft wind of whispering silks.— 

Decker. 

14. 

sharp witted poets ; whose sweet verse 

Makes heav'nly gods break off their nectar draughts, 
And lay their ears down to the lowly earth. — 

Anon, 



Orandaii-e'a Love. 



Til a/alsr. MUtreB 
-thy J 



■'""1 



« the breath of Iiii 



17. 

Herud, jfolmis, to HariamTie. 
Hut than behuld tbyselr, and could'st thou stun 
So rue perfortion t — b»"ii for love of thee 
I do profouudly hate tliee. 

Lady Miaabeth Came. 

18. 
Olcupaira, 
Tho "■Wlton tjiiuen, that never loved for Lovb. — 
Lady S. Carea. 



Conceit of a Friiicesa' lote. 
'Twaa but s Waking dream, 
Wherain thou madest thy wiah^a spesk, not her ; 
In which thy foolish "hapx atrive to prolong 
A wretched being : so sickly children play 
With health-loved taja, which for a time delay, 
But do not cure the lit. Rowl^, 
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21, 

Eieh Usurer to his Mistress. 

I will not 'joy my treasure bat in thee, 
And in thy looks 1 11 count it every hoar ; 
And thy white Arms shall be as bands to me, 
Wherein are mi^ty lordships forfeited. — 
Then triumph, Leon, richer in thy love, 
Than all the heaps of treasure I possess. 
Never was happy Leon rich before ; 
Nor ever was I oovetoos till now. 
That I see gold so 'fined in thy hair. 

Chcgman, 

22. 

Puritan. 

his face demure, with hand 

On breast, as you have seen a canting preacher, 
Aiming to cheat his audience, wanting matter. 
Sigh, to seem holy, till he thought on something.— 

iPayne] 
23. 

Sects. 

Eternity, which puzzles all the world 
To name the inhabitants that people it ; 
Etemilnr, whose undiscover'd country 
We fools divide before we come to see it, 
Makine one part contain all happiness. 
The otner miserv, then unseen nght for it : 
All sects pretendiug to a richt of choice. 
Yet none go willingly to take a part. 

[Payne.] 
24. 

Man is a vagabond both poor and proud, 

He treads on beasts who aye him clothes and food ; 

But the gods catch him i^eresoe'er he lurks, j 

Whip him, and set him to all painfiil works : 

And yet he brags he shall be crown'd when dead. 

Were ever Princes in a Bridewell bred ? 

Nothing is sinfully begot but he : 

Can base-bom bastards lawful Sovereigns be ? 

Oroume. 



i 
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25. 

Wiahes/or Obscurity, 

How miaenble a thing is a Great Man ! — 
Take noisr vexing Greatness they that please ; 
Give me obsoure and safe and silent ease. 
Acquaintance and commerce let me have none 
With any powerful thing bat Time alone : 
My rest let Time be feamd to offend. 
And creep by me as by a slumbering Mend ; 
Till, with ease glutted, to my grave I steal. 
As men to sleep after a plenteous meal. 
Oh wretched he who, call'd abroad by power, 
To know himself can never find an hour ) 
Strange to himself, but to all others known, 
Lends every one his life, but uses none ; 
So, e'er he tasted life, to death he goes ; 
And himself loses, e'er himself he knows. 

Cnnone. 

26. 

Mind constituted to Ooodness. 
you may do this, or anything you have & 



mind to ; even in your fantasy there is a secret 
counsel, seeing that all your actions, nay all your 
pleasures, are m some exercise of virtue — 

ff, KUligrew. 

27. 

Returned Pilgrim, 

To man how sweet is breath ! yet sweetest of all 
That breath, which from his native air doth falL 
How many weary paces have I measured, 
How many known and unknown dangers passed, 
Since I commenced my tedious pilgrimage, 
The last great work of my death -yielding age ! 
Yet am I blest, that my returning bones 
Shall be rak't up ir I's peaceful earth. 

An<m, 
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28. 

Uavvry. 

Nature in all inferior things hath eet 
A pitoih or term, when they no more shall get 
In crease and ofispring. Imrepaired houses 
Fall to decay ; oU cattle cease to breed ; 
And sapless trees deny more firnit or seed : 
The esa%h woold heartless and infertile be, 
If it should never have a jnbilee. 
Only the Usurer's Money '^ders still ; 
The longer, Instier ; age tms doth not kilL 
He lives to see his Money's Money's Money 
Even to a hundred generations reach. 

Anon. 
29. 

Love defi/Md by contraries. 

Fie, fie, how heavy is light Love in me ! — 
H«w slow rons smft Desire !— this leaden air, 
This ponderous feather, merry melsncholy ; 
This jPassion, which but in passion 
Hath not his perfect shape. — Day. 

30. 

OoodFaUlu 

What are we but our vjords t when they are past, 
Faith should succeed, and that should ever last. 

{Heyu>ood.\ 

31. 

Weeping for good netos. 

I knew your eye would be first served ; 
That 's the soul's taster still for grief or joy. 

[Rowley and Middleion.] 

32. 

Forsaken Mistress. 

I thought the lost perfection of mankind 
Was in that man restored ; and I have grieved, 
Lost Eden too was not revived for him ; 
And a new Eve, more excellent thui the first, 



CTMted for him. thtit he might have all 
The joya he (^ould deserre ; and he foot'd me 
To tfuDlc that Kw and Eden was in me : 
That ha wa« made for me, and I for him. 



L/nx ntniviTig Hopr. 
Tis a vain gtoiy that attends a Lover, 
Never to say ha quits ; and, when Hope dies, 
The gtUontiy of Love atiU Uvea, is cham'd 
With kindoeas ^yat in shadow. [StilU.\ 



Warrion. 
I hate these patent madmen, who keep all 
UanUnd airake, while the; by theic great dteds 
Are drumming hard upon this hollow world. 
Only to make a soimd ta last Tor ages. 

36. 
Uff. 
What ia 't we live for ) tell life's tinest tale— 
To cat, to drink, to sleep, love, and eqjoy. 
And than to love no more ) 
To talk of thin^ we know not, and to know 
Nothing bnt things not worth the talking ot 

83. 
BrMer, ttippoaed dead, rteaived bg a Si»ter. Sht 
akiva him a letUr, ditcionng an unviorthy aetion 
done fry him ; at whiA ht ttattding abamed, At 
thettfirti amgratulatts him. 

now I meet your love. Pardon me, my 

brother; I was to teioice at this yoar MOneaa, 
before I could share with yon In another joy. 

S. KiUignw. 
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37. 

Person just dead, 

Twas but just now he went away ; 
I have not yet had time to shed a tear ; 
And yet the distance does the same appear, 
As if he had been a thousand years from me. 
Time takes no measure in etemily. 

Sir Rciert Howwd, 

38. 

French Cfh(iraeter. 

The French are passing courtly, ripe of wit ; 
Kind, but extreme dissemblers : you shall have 
A Frenchman ducking lower than your knee, 
At the instant mocking ev'n your very shoe-ties. 

Ford. 

89. 

Love must die gently. 

I hoped, your great experience, and your years, 
Womd have proved patience rather to your soul, 
Ulan to break off in this untamed passion. 
Howe'er the rough hand of the untoward world 
Hath moulded your proceedings in this matter, 
Tet I am sure the first intent was love. 
Then sinoe tiie first spring was so sweet And wann, 
Let it die gently ; ne er lull it with a soom. 

Anon, 

40. 

Poetic Diction, 

-i— * worthiest poets 

Shun common and plebeian forms of speech, 

Every Uliberal and affected phrase, 

To clothe their matter ; ana tosether tie 

Hatter and form with art and deoen^. 

Cnaprnan, 
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41. 

Author Vanity. 

the foolish Poet, that still writ 

All his most self-loTed verse in paper royal, 

Or paiohment ruled with lead, smooth'd with the 

pmnice, 
Bound richly up, and strong with crimson strings ; 
Never so blest as when he writ and read 
The ape-loved issue of his brain ; and never 
But joying in himself, admiring ever — 

Chapman. 



42. 

Oood wU to he hiubanded, 

as of lions it is said, and eagles, 

That when they go, they draw their seres and talons 
Close up, to shun rebating of their sharpness : 
So our wit's sharpness, which we should employ 
In noblest knowkdge, we should never waste 
In vile and vulgar admirations. Chapman. 



43. 

ImpossibilUy of oMaining, a bar to desire. 

Nothing is more ordinary, than for my Lady to 
love her Gentleman ; or Mistress Ann, her fatner's 
man. But if a country clown coming np hither, 
and seeking for his lawyer in Gray's Inn, should 
step into the walks, and there should chance to spy 
some mastership of nature ; some famed Beauty, 
that for a time hath borne the name ; he would 
stand amazed, perhaps wish that his Joan were 
such, but further would not be stirred. Impossi- 
biUty 

would stop more bold desires. 

And quench those sparks that else would turn to 
fires. Edmund Ptestvoich. 
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44. 
Theory of men* 8 choice in a Beauty, 

1. — She has a most complete and perfect beauty ; 
nor can the greatest critic m this sort find any &alt 
with the least f^oportion of her face, but yet me- 
thoof^ht I was no more taken with it, than I should 
be with some carious well-drawn picture. 

2. — ^That is somewhat strange. 

1. — In my mind, not at all ; for it is not always 
that we are governed by what the general fancy of 
the world (Sdls beauty ; for each soul hath some 
predominant thoughts, which when they light on 
ought that strikes on them, there is nothing does 
more inflame. And as in music that pleaseUi not 
most, which with the greatest art and skill is com- 
posed ; but those airs that do resemble and stir up 
some dormant passion, to which the mind is addicted; 
so, I believe, never yet was any one much taken with 
a fikoe, in which he did not espy ought that did 
rouse and put in motion some affection that hath 
ruled in his thoughts, bc^des those features which, 
only for the sake of common opinion, we ai'e forced 
to say do please. E, Predmeh, 



OORRIOENDA. 

Hie iheet In wliieh the following entm oeonr mM, 
hf mktake, printed off wHhont the Sditof's fiud 



P. 844, L 6, '1896/ read <18Q0'; pb 849, GI..-OLL, 
«U88/f««i<1683'; p. 849, OLii.,eMi( 'wfaen'; pb 860, 
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V. 



NOTES. 

William Rowley (d. after 1637). 

ALL'S LOST BY LUST, printed 1633. A N&o Wonder, LXXXVI 
A Woman never Vext, A pleasant conceited Comedy: LXXXVI 
Sundry times acted: never before printed: Written by 
William Rowley, one of His majesty*s Servants; 1632. 

Page 8, line 9 : ' less,' old eds. ' loss ' ; 9, 7 : * bread,' 
eyidently pronounced as a dissyllable, = ' beread.' 

Rowley, Dekkeb, Ford, &c. 

THE WITCH OF EDMONTON : A knotantrue Story, LXXXIX 
conMi>osed into Tragi-Comedy by divers well-esteemed poets ; 
William Rowley, TJiomas Dekker, John Ford, etc. Acted 
by the Prince*s Servants often at the Cockpit in Drury Lane, 
once cU Court, wiih singular applatue. Neioer printed 
till now ; 1668. 

The story belongs to the year 1621, when * Elizabeth 
Sawyer' was executed for witchcraft; the compositor 
of the play belongs probably to the same year ; it is 
difficult to assign the parts to their respective authors. 
Most critics are agreed in awdgning to Dekker the 
passages quoted, dealing with Momer Sawyer and 
Cuddy Banks : me s^pathy of the writer is dearly 
with the Witch ; ' 'Tis all one To be a witch as to be 
counted one.' Lamb's remarks on 'Mother Sawyer' 
should be compared with his criticism on Middleton's 
Witch (Specimen LXXXIV.) ; vide note, p. 309. 

John Webster (fl. 1625). 

THE WHITE DEVIL : or, the tragedy of Pavlo XC- 
Giordano Ursini, Duke of Brachiano, with the Life arid XCIV. 
Death of Vittoria Coromhona, the famous Venetian 
Courtesan : Acted by the Queen* s Majesty's Servants; 1612. 
The Tragedy of the DucHms of Matfy, a* it vxu presented 
privately at we Black Friars, and publicly at the Globe, 
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hw the Kin^t Majetty^s Servants; 1628. Appiui amd 
Virginia; 1654. The DeviTs Law-Case; or, vken 
Women ao to Lav, the Devil it full of Imnnets ; 1623. 

Lamb s ' innocence — resembling boldness,* applied to 
Vittoria's demeanour in the trial scene (p. 27), aas been 
perhaps rightly objected to by subsec^uent critics, Dvoe, 
Ward, and others. The latter considers Lamb's view, 
"Destructive of the consistency which the character 
throughout maintains. Not ' sweetness ' and ' loveli- 
ness,' out a species of strange fascination, such as may 
be exercised oy heartless pride, seems to surround the 
figure^ and the speech of the defiant sinner who will 
not withdraw an mch from the position which she has 
assumed, and who has for her judges nothing but 
withering scorn" (Hist. Dram., Lit. II. p. 255). 

Lamb's text of tne specimens from Webster has been 
corrected by modem editions; the only emendation 
that calls for special comment is Mttford's most in- 
genious ' Portia ' {i,e, ? Shakespeare's Portia) for 
' Perseus ' of old eds. (p. 23, 1. 4) ; an emendation too 
fascinating to be resistea. 

Cyril Toubnbur (? fl. 1610). 

THE REVENGER'S TRAGEDY; a$ it hoik been, 
sundry times acted by the Kin^s Majeatjf^s Servants; 
1607. The Atheist's Tragedy: or, the Honest Man's 
Revenge : as in divers places it hath often been acted ; 
1611. The extracts have been corrected by Mr Churton 
Collin's valuable edition of Toumer's extant works. 
Lamb was not the first to discover * The Atheist's 
Tragedy,' of which a reprint appeared in the year 1792, 
but the modem interest in the dramatist is mainly due 
to the passages here quoted. The lines on * the drowned 
soldier are, perhaps, the most striking in the play. 
The MS. of Toumeur's Xohleman was destroyed by 
*Warburton's cook.' ^ The Revenger's Tragedy ^ oelongs 
to the Hamlet group of pjays dealing with 'Revenge 
for a father,* and both of Turner's compositions contain 
reminiscences of Shakespeare's play. P. 55, 6 ; quoted 
in 'Confessions of a Drunkard' (cf. Ainger's Elia, p. 
342). 

Francis Beaumont (c. 1586-1616). 
John Fletcher (1579-1625). 

^CVII.-C. PHILASTER : or, Loves lies a bleeding; first printed 
1620 (composed c 1608). Th^ Maid^s Tragedy ; printed 
1619(0.1610). Ci^>uf«-R«wi^; printed 1616 (acted 
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1612). The THumph of Love ; the Second of Four Plays, 
or Moral Representations in One (probably by Beau- 
mont) : first printed in the folio of 1647 ; probably 
acted in 1608. 

John Fletchbb. 
THE FAITHFUL SHEPHERDESS (printed by CI.-CIX. 
1610). The TrcLgedy of Thierry ^ King of JPhunce, ami 
his brother Theodoret; published anonymously in 1621 ; 
probably written after 1617. Another hand besides 
Fletcher's is clearly discernible in the play. Wit with- 
ovt Money ; assigned to Beaumont and Fletcher in the 
quarto of 1639, but the evidence of style points to the 
latter's authorship ; produced soon after August 1614. 

THE TWO NOBLE KINSMEN. * * Presented at the 
Blackfriars by the King's Majesty's Servants with great 
applause : Written by the memorable worthies of their 
tmie, Mr John Fletcher and Mr William Shakespear, 
Gtent." 4to, 1634. A discussion of the vexed question 
of Shakespeare's aUeged joint authorship of this play 
would exceed the space at my disposal. To my mind 
the passages most Shakespearian suggest imitation of 
the Midaunimer Night's Dream rather tnan Shakespeare's 
maturer style. 

BONDUOA ; first published in 1647, foUo ; probably 
by Fletcher alone ; written about 1616. 

THE FALSE ONE ; by Fletcher, assisted poeaibly 
by Massinger ; written c. 1620 ; first published in folio, 
1647. In the Prologue the authors apologise for dealing 
with Shakespeare's subject of Antony and Cleopatra. 
Love*s Pilgrimage; according to Malone, on the autnority 
of Sir Henry Herbert's MS. , this play, acted at Court 
in 1636, was corrected and finished by Shirley.' Mr 
Fleay disputes Malone's statement, and ascribes to 
Jonson (owing to certain resemblances to passages in 
The New Inn) the original alteration of the piece as 
first written d^t Fletcher, and performed under ^e 
name of Cardenio or Cardenas in 1612-13. 

Joseph Cooeb (fl. c. 1600). 

GREENE'S TU QUOQUE ; w, The City Gallant; CX. 
"As it hath been divers times acted by the Queen's 
Majesty's Servants. Written by Jo. Cooke ; 4to, 1614." 
Greene, the comedian, after whom the plav received its 
supplementary title, died in August 1612 ; nothing is 
known of Cooke, who was probably already dead in 
1614, when Heywood edited the play. 
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Nathaniel Field (a 1590-0. 1640). 

CXI. A WOMAN 'S A WEATHERCOCK : A iiew Comedy. 

"as it was acted before the King in Whitehall. Ana 
divers times privately at the White Friars, by the 
Children of Her Maiest^ Revels " ; 4to, 1612 ; acted pro- 
bably 1610. The play is dedicated * to any wcnnan that 
hath been no weatheroodc/ and Held promises his 
Amends for Ladies as his next prodaction (cp. Extract 
CXX.). 

Robert Tailor (fl. o. 1610). 

CXII. THE HOG HATH LOST HIS PEARL ; A Comedy. 

** Divers times publicly acted by certain London appren- 
tices " ; 4to, 1614. It appears from a letter by Sir Henry 
Wotton, printed in the Reliqtuoe WottoniafUB* that the 
performance was stopped by the Sheriffs, and some six 
or seven of the performers, carried to perform the last 
act at Bridewell,' owing probably to a supposed re- 
ference to the name of the Lord Mayor, ^ John 
Swinnerton. 

Philip Mabsinobr (1584-1639). 

CXm.- THE UNNATURAL COMBAT; pubUshed 1639, 

CXVlIL and then described as * an old trage<^, without pro- 
logue or epilogue, being composed at a time when such 
by-ornaments were not advanced above the fabric of 
the whole work ' ; probably one of Massinger*s earlier 
productions. A Neic Way to Pay Old Delts, acted 
before 1633, when it was first printed. T?ie Parliament 
of Love, licensed for the stage, 1624 ; extant in an im- 
perfect form. The Picture (licensed on June 8, 1629) ; 
4to, 1630. The City Madam (licensed 1632); 4to, 
1668. A Very Woman ; or. The Prince ofTarerd (licensed 
1634) ; altered by Massinger from a play by Fletcher, 
called The WomarCs Plot ; or, A Right Woman, acted at 
the Court in 1621. 

CIX. THE VIRGIN MARTYR, by Massinger and Dekker 

(by 1620) ; vide vol. i. p. 306. 

CXX. THE FATAL DOWRY : A tragedy, by Ph. Massin- 

ger and Nathaniel Field ; 4to, 1632. 

CXXL THE EXCELLENT COMEDY, called The Old Law; 

or, A New Way to Please Tou. By Phil. Massinger, 
Thom. Middleton, William Rowley. " Acted before the 
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king and queen at Salisbury House, and at several other 
pla^, with great applause. Together with an exact 
and perfect (Mttalog^e of all the putys with the authon' 
names .... more exactly printed than ever before ; " 
4to, 1656. The play was most j^bably originally 
written by Middleton as early as 1599, and thepassages 
quoted by Lamb recall Middleton's touch. Tiie * Ex- 
tracts ' from Massinger were singularly free from serious 
errors. 

John Ford (1686-c. 1640). 

'TIS PITY SHE'S A WHORE ; 4to, 1638. Lav^i CXXIL- 
Sacrifice ; 4to, 1683. TU Lwer'i Melafu^ly ; 4to, 1629. CXXYU. 
The Broken Heart ; 4to, 1633. Tke CkrmieU Hittorie qf 
Perkin Warheck; 4to, 1684. The Ladies* Trial; 4to, 
1689. I note one or two noteworthy emendations : — 
p. 189, 29, Old eds. ' The imtroubled of coimtr^ toil, 
drinks the untroubled streams.' P. 203, 16 : 'spiders,' 
' old eds,' ' sister's.' As regards the famous criticism on 
page 199, vide Introduction. 

James Shiblbt (1596-1666). 

LOVE TRICKS, or, The School of ComvlimeiU. CXXVIII.- 
(licensed) ; 4to, 1681. The MaioTt Revenge (licensed CXXXVI. 
1626) ; 4to, 1639. The Brothers (licensed 1626) ; 8vo, 
1652. The Traitor (Ucensed 1631) ; in 1692 the author- 
ship of the play was claimed for John Abbot Riyers, 
a Jesuit. Richard Lalor Shiel's Evadne ; or. The StaJbw^ 
first performed in 1819, 'owes to Shirley's tragedy 
the suggestion of the relations between its prind^ 
personages and the character of the traitorous f ayounte 
Liidovico ' (A. W. Ward). Tht Changes ; or. Love in a 
Maze (licensed 1631) ; 4to, 1632. The Example (licensed 
1634) ; 4to, 1637. The Oentlemm of Venice (licensed 
1639); 4to, and 8vo, 1655. The Lady of Pleasure 
(Ucensed 1685); 4to, 1637. The PofUician (acted 
probably not later than 1639) ; 4to, 1655. It is unneces- 
sary to specify the lai^e number of minute correctioDS 
which baye l>een made in the extracts from Shirley. 

■ 

RiCHABD Broome {temp, Charles I.). 

THE SPARAGUS GARDEN (acted 1635) ; 4to, CXXXVl 
1640. The Antipodes (acted 1638) ; 4to, 1640. CXXXVl — 



344 HOTBI^ 

Author Unkhown. 

3XXXIX. THE TRAGEDY OP NERO. Newly written. 4to, 
1024 : (printed in toL I. of Bullen's Old English Plays, 
1881-5). 

RoBiBT DAynrpoRT. 

THE CITY NIGHTCAP : or, CrtAt qucd hahet, el 
hdbet; 4to, 186L Kina John and Matilda; 4to, 1665. 
(The Works of Robert Davenport, ed. by A. H. Bollen, 

4to,1896). 

The extract from * King John and Matilda ' called 
forth the foUowing letter from Lamb, Hay 1827 : — 

'* Sir,— A correspondent in yonr last number rather 
hastily asserts that there is no other authorily than 
Dayenport's Tragedy iot the poiscming of Matilda by 
King «fohn. It oddly happens, that in the same nmnber 
appears an extract from a play of Heywood's,* of an 
olaer date, in two parts, in which play uie fact of snch 
poisoning, as well as her identity with Maid Marian, are 
equally established. Michael Drayton, also, hath a 
leffend confirmatory (so far as poetical authority can 
go) of the violent manner of her death. But neither he 
nor Davenport confounds her with Robin's mistress. 
Besides the named authorities, old Fuller, I think, 
somewhere relates, as matter of chronicle-history, that 
old Fitzwater (he is called Fitzwater both in Heywood 
and in Davenport), being banished after his daughter's 
murder, — some years sul:«equentlv, King John, at a 
tournament in France, being delighted with the valiant 
bearing of a combatant in ihe lists, and enquiring his 
name, was told it was his old servant, the banished 
Fitzwater, who desired nothing more heaj*tily than to be 
reconciled to his liege, and an affecting reconciliation 
foUowed. In the common collection, called 'Robin 
Hood's Garland ' (I have not seen Ritson's), no mention 
is made, if I remember, of the nobility of Marian. Is 
she not the daughter of old Squire Gamwell, of Gamwell 
Hall ? Sorry that I cannot gratify the curiosity of your 
'disembodied spirit' (who, as such is, methmks, 
sufficiently 'veiled' m>m our notice) with more 
authentic testimonies, I rest, — Your humble Abstractcn*, 

"C. L." 

For an interesting investigation of the questions raised 
in this correspondence, the reader is referred to Mr H. 
L. D. Ward's article, referred to abeady. Vol L p. 299. 

* Vide Extract xxiL, and note thereoD. 
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I am more and more inclined to think that here 
appain we have one of Lamb's charaoteriatic pleasant- 
ries, and that he was the author of the letter, signed 
'The Veiled Spirit,' to which he repUed. WiSout 
dwelling on the internal evidence in fayour of this view, 
I reprint the communication in extento : — 

''The following commimication from a 'matter-of- 
fact' correspondent, controyerts an old dramatist's 
anthorit^ on an historical point. It should be recol- 
lected, howeyer, that poet8 have lai^ge license, and 
that few playwrights strictly adhere to facts without 
injury^ to poetical character and feeling. Hie letter 
is curious, and might suggest an amusing parallel in 
the manner of Plutarch, between the stnugnt-forward 
character and the poetical one. 

Kino John Ain) Matilda. 
To the Editor, 

Btr, — Haying been in the country during the publi- 
cation of the first parts of the Table Book, I haye but 
now just bought them ; and on perusing them, I find 
in Part L, col. 112 infriL, Mr C. Lamb's first specimen 
of the Garrick Plays, called ' King John and Matilda ; ' 
wherein the said Matilda, the daughter of the old baron 
FitKwater * is supposed to be poisoned by King John's 
order, in a nunneir. She is specially entitled therein 
as ' immaculate ' — 'Virtue's white virgin,* — and ' maid 
and martyr.' Now, sir, I presume it to be well-known^ 
that in the best legends extent of the times of Richard I. 
and John, this identical Matilda, or Maud Fitzwater, is 
chronicled as the chtre amie and companion of the out- 
lawed Robert Fitzooth, Earl of Huntingdon, whom as 
' Robin Hood,' she followed as ' Maid Marian ' ; and 
with whom, on his restoration to his honours by King 
Richard, (to his earldom and estates) she intennarriea, 
and be<»me Countess of Huntingdon, and was in eoei^ 
respect a wife, though we have no records whether she 
eyer became a mother ; and that when by King John 
the Earl was again outiawed, and driven to the wilds of 
Sherwood forest, his coimtess also a^ain shared his mis- 
fortunes and a second time took the name of *Maid 
Marian, (then rather a misnomer,) as he did that of 
*IMnnSood.* 

During the Jirst outlawry of Robin Hood, and while 
Marian, or more properly Matilda, was yet a maidf 

* This an error of the poet's. His real name was Fltz-Walter, 
<.«., t?u son of Walter. 
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J<dm (then prinoe John, Richard being in Palestine) 
made overtures to the old baron Fitzwalter for his 
daughter as a mistress, and being refused, and finding 
she was in tibe society of Ptobin Hood and his meny 
men, attacked them, and a bloody fray visaed ; during 
whidi John and Matilda (in the fneUe costume of foren 
green) met, and fought : John required her to yield, and 
she as resolutely demred him, in a reproachful taunt, to 
win her first, and so stoutly did she belabour him, as 
tiie rest of the foresters did his party also, that he was 
constrained to yield, and to withdraw from a contest in 
which notMng was to be got but blows. 

We hear nothing more of any attempts of John's to 
molest her or her party till after the death of JRichard, 
and his own accession to the throne, when he spitefully 
ousted the Earl and Countess from their honours and 
possessions, and confiscated all to his own use ; and l^us 
this unfortunate ^air, as I have above stated, were again 
constrained to quit the castle for the forest. 

But it is certam, that long before John became King, 
Matilda, alias Maud, alias Marian, had ceased to be a 
maid ; and we have no accounts of an^ attempts what- 
soever made by King John upon or against the quondam 
MatUda Fitzwalter, afterwards alternately Maid M^a^ti^ti 
and Countess of Himtingdon. Indeed aU the legends 
of Robin Hood's life present ' Maid Marian,' as having 
lived with him unmolested by any such attempts during 
the whole of his second oxitlavn'y, and as having survived 
Robin's tragical end ; though of her subsequent fate they 
are all silent, expressing themselves indeed ignorant of 
what was her destiny. Certainly she may then have 
retired into a nunnery, but at all events not as Matilda 
Fitzwalter ; for she had been legally married and formally 
acknowledged by Richard I. as Countess^f Huntingdon ; 
and as she spent the best part of her f ellow^p with her 
husband in Sherwood forest under her romantic forest 
appellation, it is scarcely probable that she would resume 
her title on entering into a nunnery. I would presume, 
therefore, that however and wherever she ended her 
days, it must have been under the cognomen of * Maid 
Marian.' As her husband lived for some years in the 
forest after the accession of John, I would think it 
scarcely likely, that after such a great lapse of time, 
and after the change had taken place in Matilda 
both as regards her worldly station and age, and 1 
should presume person (from such a continual exposure 
to the air and weather, ) John should renew any attempt 
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upon her. I should therefore feel exceedingly gratified 
if either yourself or Mr C. Lamb could adduce any 
historical facts to reconcile all the discrepancies, 
and to show how the facts, as supposed in the play of 
* King John and Matilda/ could, in the natural course 
of eventSj and in the very teeth of the declarations made 
in the history of Robin Hood and his consort, have 
taken place. 

Mane this also ; — the historians of Robin Hood and 
Marian (and their history was written, if not by con- 
temporaries, yet in the next generation ; nor is it likely 
that such a renowned personage should be unnoticed in 
chronicles for an^ space of time) all declare that thev 
could not ascertain the fate of Marian after the death 
of Robin. Mis death and burial are well known, and 
the inscription to his memory is still extant ; but the 
was lost sight of from the time of his decease. How 
comes it, then, that Robert Davenport, in the seven- 
teenth century, should be so well informed, as to know 
that Matilda ended her days in a nunneiy by poison 
administered by order of King John, when there is no 
tradition extant of the time and manner of her decease ? 
We have no other authority than this of Davenport's 
tra^i^edy on the subject ; and I should, therefore, be 
inchned to think that he was misinformed, and that the 
event recorded by him never happened. And as to its 
being another Matilda Fitzwalter, it is highly preposter- 
ous to imagine. Is it likely that at tiie same time 
there should be two barons of that name and titie, 
each having a daughter named Matilda or Maudf 
Davenp<»*t calls his baron the old baron Fitzwater ; and 
the fatner of Maid Marian is described as the old baron ; 
both must, therefore, have lived in the reign of Richara 
L, and also in that of John till their death. Indeed, 
we have proof that the baron was alive in John's reign, 
because Kichard I. having restored him at the same 
time that he pardoned Fitzooth, John ditpostessed them 
both on his accession. 

I think it, therefore, highly improbable that there 
should have been so remarkable a coincidence as tvfo 
barons Fitzwalter, and two Matildas at the same time, 
and both the latter subject to the imwelcome addresses 
of John ; consequently I cannot give credence, without 
proofs, to the incident in Davenport's play. — 1 am, sir, 
respectfully yours, 

"The Veiled Spmrr." 

May 17th, 1827. 
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CXLVII. 



PJSL—S^Bt writm^r tk* aborv, mj friend F. a N. 
wmiwtH to AM, tiiat tbere was a baron Fitswalter in 
J«bM9 reigB. proprietor of Cutle Baynard, whose 
dao^ter MalOda John saw at a toamey, and being 
liHiiii, with her charms^ proposed to her father for bar 
as Us rnktresB (precisely the eruits conneeted with 
Maid Mariaa) ; and, iMxag reused, he attached Castle 
Steynard, and oltimately destroyed it. However, for the 
leaeoiiB I hare bef ote stated, I am decidedly of c^anioD, 
thai if SQch a baron was proprietor of Castle Baynard, 
il BOBt have been the father of Maid Marian, as I can- 
pose there were two. I cannot precisefy remem- 
' hare I anythin^^ to refer to, bat I believe it 
al a tonmey somewhere that iVvacs John first saw 



TasmAS Deiw (fL Ua^ Charles L). 

THE DUCHESS OF SUFFOLK, 4to, 16SL Anony- 
BOOS. Now known to be by Thomas Drew ; fmneny 
erroneoady attributed to Heywood. 

Jaspib Fisbsr (fi. c. 1607-c 1033). 

FUIMUS TROES, JCNEID 2. The Trae Trojans: 
Babotf a Story of the Britons' Yakmr at the Komans' 
fint I tt Taaion ; pnblidy represented by the Gait]«nen 
Students of Magdalen CoUege, in Oxford. 4to, 1633. 
(Old edk, 'anthor unknown.^ 



Sib K Shkrbubkx (1618-1702). 

FILLI DI SCIRO, or, Pkillis of Scyros. "An ex- 
cellent pcistoral, written in Italian, by C. Giadabaldo 
de Bonarelli, and translated into English by J. S. Gent. 
4to, 1655." There is no doubt of the authorship of this 
play ; '' J. S." is certainly an error for " E. S." I have 
found in a MS. in the British Museum (SL 836) Sir £. 
Sherburne's preface to this play. 

JoBDi JoxES {temp. Charles I.). 

ADR AST A, or The Woman' ;i Spleen and JLoveU Con- 
qyieist ; -ito, 1635. Never acted, being refused by the 
actors. 

John Day (fl. c. 1598- c. 1640). 

THE PARUAMENT OF BEES, with their proper 
characters ; or a beehive fumisheii with twelve honey- 
combs, as pleasant as profitable : Being an Allegorical 
description of the actions of good and bad men in these 
our days. By John Day, sometime student of Caius 
College, Cambridge. 4to, 1641. (The works of John 
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Day first edited by A. H. Bullen, 4to, 1890.) Lamb 
gives 1607 as date of publication of the Parliament, but 
no such early copy is discoverable, and the evidence is 
against this early date. 

P. 255 1. 5. Lamb's reading ' bowls ' is evidently his 
own emendation for the 4to ' boughs ' : Bullen suggests 
* cups.' 

William Strode, (1599-1644). 

THE FLOATING ISLAND, acted by the students of CXLVHI. 
Christ Church before Charles I. at Oxford, 29th August 
1686 ; it gained its author a canonry from the ]£ng. 
4to, 1655. The song was **set by Mr Henry Lawes, 
servant to his late Majesty in his publick and private 
Musick." It was probably acted by Queen Henrietta's 
men when travellmg, very likely in the plague-time, 
1686-7. We learn from the * Prologue ' that tiie play 
was not acted in London. 

Author Unknown. 

THE LONDON CHANTICLEERS : a witty comedy, CXLIX. 
full of various and delightfiil mirth, Qften acted toitn 
great aj^platisey and never before printed, 4to 1659. 

The characters in this old Interlude are London 
criers. Mr Fleay suggests that. 

Thomas Nabbs {temp, Charles I.). 

TOTTENHAM COURT ; Acted in the year 1538 at the CL.-CLI. 
Private House in Salisbury Court, 4to. 1638. The 
Bride ; acted in the year 1638 at the Private House &c. ; 
4to 1640. (The Works of Thomas Nabb^, in two vols., 
edited by A. H. Bullen, 4to 1887). 

Hknrt Killeqrew (1613-1700). 

THE CONSPIRACY ; 4to, 1638. This edition was un- CLIL 
authorised by the author ; when it was revised and re- 

fublished under the name of Pallantus and Hudora in 
668. The original play, written when the author was 
seventeen years of age, gpedned the praise of Ben Jonson 
and Lord Falkland. 

John Eirkb {temp, Charles I.). 

THE SEVEN CHAMPIONS OF CHRISTENDOM ; CIJIL 
4tol688. 



HiRBT CtajjnHOiMX, {imp, OhwlM I.) 
OUV. WITIN A 00N8TABLE : 4to 1640. 

WnuAX BnnB [iew^ Chailei L). 

QLV. THITWIHB; atoMi-MiiMdj V7W. Bidor; Aoted 

•fctiMPHTatoHouM^StiitbiiryOoiirt 4lo, 16K. 

Samuel HABiUBa (teMf». OhadM L). 



QLYL BICILT AND NAPLES, «r <A« i^ata< CTimm. 4to^ 

jp.a87.a. '* He, o' thouMUBdi King befon "sold 
•£, <' H^ a ilioiMUid Kingi bifora.'* 

Thohus R4iru^ [tmf. CbaaAm L). 

QLTIL THK BSBKLUON ; 4to, 1010. Tba p«Mg« quotod 

ii out of tlefun ooni— of oommwrilitngy ▼Bwes pffietoid 
to hb editkn. 

THxncAB Bavdqlfh (1606-1886). 

QLVm. HEY FOB HONESTY, Z)Mm wiA Kntaery. A 
^■wwr CbMidjf. TranaiaHd oirf ^ ^rutailaM Aw' 

lyiO: 4feo»16n- 

p. S88, 18: *RM« o&ovs /Vvtitr'; m old ed&; 
OTidontiy for < Poverty above Rieket,' 

Areaham Cowlkt (1618-1007). 

OLDL THE GUARDIAN ; A Comedy acted before Prince 

Charles at Trinity College, Cambridge, the 12th of 
March, 1641. 4to, 1550. 



EXTRACTS FROM LATER STUART DRAMATISTS. 

Francis Quables. 

CLX. THE VIRGIN WIDOW. 4to, 1649. *TheEnteiiude.' 

according to the Stationer*s addrees to the Reader, 
' to sweeten the brackish distempers of a deluded age, 
is here (courteous reader) to thy judidous view^ freely 
offered ; having been sometimes at Chelsie privately 
acted (by a company of youn^ gentlemen) with ffood 
approvement. The author, whose divine works have 
sufficiently proclaimed his abilities, may give thee 
assurance of finding in it, wit, worth, and weU-season'd 
mirth. Invention to quicken conceit, disposition to 
beautifie art, &c' 
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Cosmo Manuche. 

THE BASTARD. 4to, 1652. Anon ; attributed to CLXI. 
Cosmo Manuche (an Italian ; a Major in Charles I.'s 
army) in the contemporary list accompanying the ' Old 
Law/ 1666. Old eds. * Author Unknown.' 

Sm EiCHABD Fanshaw. 

QUERER POR SOLO QUERER ; To L<m f&r Love^t CLXH. 
SaJce. A dramatic Romance Represented at Aranjuez 
before the King and Queen of Spain to celebrate the 
Birthday of the King (Philip IV.). Written by Don 
Antonio de Mendoza m 1623. Translated by Sir 
Richard Fanshawe in 1654, together with the Festivals 
of Aranwhes. 4to, 1670, 1671. 

This paraphrase was made by Fanshawe during his 
confinement at Tankersly Castle in 1654, when he was 
taken prisoner by Cromwell at the Battle of Worcester. 

P. ^1, 28 : ' silver tomb ' ; old eds. ' home.' 282, 14 : 
* embellishing' ; old eds. ' embroidery.* 

Richard Fleoknob. 

LOVE'S DOMINION. ' Written as a pattern for the clxIII. 
Reformed Stage.' 12mo, 1654. 

Edmund Pbestwich. 

THE HECTORS : or the False ChalUfige. 4to, 1666. CLXIV. 

P. 284, 30 : *in this world,' old eds. *for the world ' ; 
285 (last line), * antique relic,' old eds. 'antic relique ' ; 
286, 10 : * elevate,' old eds. * elaborate.' 

John Fountain. 

THE REWARDS OF VIRTUE. 4to, 1661. CLXV. 

Not intended for the Stage by its Author, but 
revived by Thomas Shadwell imder the title of the 
Royal Sh^herdesi, 

" Philonax Lovbkin." 

ANDRONICUS ; A Tragedy, Impiety' i Lvng Sweets, CLXVL 
or Heaven's late Jtevenge. 8vo, 1661. Anon. The 
preface to the reader is signed "Philanax Lovekin," 
obviously a non deplume. 

Sir William Killiqbew. 

These verses appear before the 1665 edition of three CLSiVJXi 
pla^s by Sir W. Killigrew, viz., Ormasdes, or. Love a/nd 
JF'nendship ; Pandoray or the Converts : Selindra, 

P. 291, 27 : * Pell»an,' old eds. *Pellear.' 
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Hon. Jambs Howabd. 

CLXVin. THE ENGLISH MONSIEUR. 4to, 1674, (old eda. 
1654.) 

P. 292 (four lines from bottom) : ' an English cook's 
shop is hell,' interpolated in this ed. 

Nbvil Patne. 

CLXIX. THE FATAL JEALOUSY. 4to, 1673, 

Old eds. : 'author unknown.' P. 295, 26: 'and 
wants my pardon,' omitted old eds. ; 296, 12, ' sit,' old 
eds. 'set.' 

EDWASD KAYBNaCROFr. 

CLXX. MAMAMOUCHI : Or, The Citizen turned GenUemoM. 

4to, 1675. 

This play is borrowed, without acknowledgment, 
from the Afo7i»ieur P<mrceatynac and the Bourgtoit 
Gentilhomme of Moli^re. 

P. 277. 10 : 'you did not tell me,' old eds. ' I did not 
tell you. 

William, Duke of Newcastle. 

CLXXI. THE TRIUMPHANT WIDOW : Or, The. Medley qf 

Humours. 4to, 1677* 

Nahum Tate. 

CLXXII. BRUTUS OF ALBA: Or, The Enchanted Lovert, 
4to, 1678. 

P. 301, 17 : 'In her dark mansion,' &c., interpolated 
in this ed. ; 301, 23 : ' sacred,' old eds. ' secret' ; 301, 
26, 'drifted,' old eds. 'rifted'; 302, 4: * whip-staflp,' 
old eds. ' whips off.' 

" W. M." 

CLXXIII. THE HUNTINGDON DIVERTISEMENT ; Or, An 
Enterlvxie for the General Entertainment, etc 4to, 1678. 
Dedicated by " W. M." to the nobility and gentry of 
the county. 

John Wilson. 

CLXXrV. BELPHEGOR, Or, The Marriage of the Devil; Tragi- 
C<medyhyJ. W. 4to 169L 

P. W6, 12: 'to see,' old eds. 'in which' ; 306, 14: 
'into,' old eds. 'with.' 
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John Cbowne. 

THE AMBITIOUS STATESMAN, 0»-, The Loyal CLXXV.- 
FaAxmrUe, 1679 ; ThyesUt. 1681 ; The Married Beau, or, CLXXVI 
ITie Curunu ImpertineiU, 1694. 

P. 807, 31 : 'shape,' old eds. 'shade' ; 808, 8 : *me,' 
omitted in old ea& ; 808, 9 : 'a woman,' old eds. 
'woman ' ; 808, 21 : ' choses,' old eds. 'uses' ; 809, 14 : 
< is seized,' omitted in old eds. : 811, 28 ' what he lost,' 
old eds. 'e'er he had'; 311. 82: 'secret,' old eds. 
' saored ' ; 312, 16, interpolatea in this ed. 

Thomas dIJbfbt. 

THE COMICAL HISTORY OF DON QUIXOTE : CLXXVU 
As it wag Acted at the Queen*i Theatre in Dorset Gardens, 
by Their Majesties Sanoants, In Three Parts, 4ie, 
1674-6. 



FACBTIiE. 

1. Amends for Ladies, Act i. So. 1. ' I am a gentle CLXXIX. 
man,' L.'s adaptation of the original which reads 
'gentlewoman,' so in MS. No author mentioned in 
"Table Book.'' 

2. Adra>sta, Act i. Sc 1. ' Or a madman,' should be 
'stark madman,' correctly so in MS. No author 
mentioned in ' Table Book. 

8. No author mentioned. I have failed to identify 
this fragment, and there is no indication in L.'s MS. 
where the heading is given ' Old man carried in a chair.' 
L. has changed the title, and added 'of chairmen' 
after 'the rogues.' 

4. Source unknown, probably from same plaj as the 
former. MS. reads p. 820, 1. 7, ' Abound ! sdeath*' 

5. The JSngKsh Friar, Act i. (p. 81, ' DramatitU of 
Hestoration 'J. The passage reads in the oriflpnal, ' Sir, 
here's jour Lord's footman come from your Lord,' kc 

6. The TriumphafU Widow, Act iiL (p. 41, ed. 1677). 

7. iWa., Act iv. (p. 77, ed. 1677). 
a Ihid,, Act v. (p. 81, ed. 1677). 

9. The Dutch Lover ; Epistle to the JReader, 'to mean 
nothing,' rightly ' to mean just nothing.' 

10. Ibid, ' the rakehelly,' kc, suppUed by Lamb ; 

II. Z 
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the passage reads in eds. ' penuading this sort of men, 
it I for once may call them so.' 

11. Ibid,, Act iii. Sc 2. < exchanged ' (1. 2) oorreotly 
' dumged ' ; ' outtiye ' (1. 11), printed eds. ' outbrave. 

12. iW., Act iiL Sc. 2. Heading in MS., 'Coward 
notTi^^ant.' 

13. "Ibid., Act iiL Sc. 2. 

14. A yiffwntt Wife, w Good Luck at Latt, Act IL 
Be. 1. 

15. Sir ffereulu Bv^fbon, Act iy. So. 2. 

16. The R^f&rmei Wife, Act iv. Sc 1. 

17. Tkt Floating Idand, Act ziy. Sc. 15. Title in 
MS., ' FaTiciful Jucipe jnwnUd by Fancp.' 

18. Love in the Dark, or The Man qf Butinen (p. 20, 
ed. 1675). 'the humdrum' should read 'their niim- 
drum,' (so eds. and MS.). 

19. The Fair Maid qfthe West, or A Girl worth Oold, 
Part 2, Act ii. Sc. 1. Attributed to Brome in ' Table 
Book.' 

20. The Mayor qf Queenborough, Act y. Sc. 1. 

21. The Wedding, Act iii Sc. 2. 

22. Ibid, Act ii. Sc. 3. 

28. The Parson*8 Wedding, Act iv. Sc. 3. 

24, Wit in a Constable, Act ii Sc. 1. * Covet ; ' L. 
reads ' Covel ' ; between 11. 9-10 L. has omitted the 
following line : — 

" Good Mr Covet, I covet your acquaintance." 



CLXXX. SEBIOUS FRAGMENTS. 

1. The Conspiracy (sheet M. 3, ed. 1638). 

2. Love's Victory (p. 27 ed. 1658). 

3. Ibid (p. 68, ed. 1658). 

4. The Mayor of Queenborough, Act i. Sc. 1. Quoted 
bv Lamb in ' ' The Superannuated Man ' ' with the change 
of * green ' desert for * rou^ desert * : — ^t^' 

" I no longer hunt after pleasure ; I let it come to 
me. I am like the man that's bom and has his years 
come to him in some green desert." 
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5. Ibid, Act L Sc. 2. 

6. lUdi Act ii. Sc. iii. Heading in MS. *' Honours." 

7. Ihid, Act ii. Sc. 8. 

8. Ibid, Act iii. Sc. 1. MS. " Forgetfolneos in 
Honours." 

9. ArraignmerU of Paris, Act iii. Sc. 1. 

10. Ccuar cmd Ponvpey, Act L Sc. 1. 

11. The Honest Lawyer, by "S.S." (said to stand for 
' S. Simson ') ; Act iii. 

12. The W(mnd8 of Civil War, Act L Sc. 1. 

13. SaJtiromaMix (p. 209, Pearson's Beprints). 

14. Arden qf Faversfuim, Act L Sc. 1. 

15. The Wedding, Act ii. Sc. 8. Heading in MB. 
' A grandchild bom.' 

16. lUd, Act iL Sc. 3. * Breath ; ' Dyce's emendation 
for * name ' of old eds. 

17. The Tragedy ofMai'iam, Act iv. Sc. 4. 

18. lUd, Act iv. Sc. 8. 

19. The Birth of Merlin, Act iL Sc. 3. Heading in 
MS. * False conceits of hope from a word dropt oy a 
Princess.' 

20. T?ie Wise Woman of Hogsdon, Act iv. Be. 3. 
Wrongly attributed to Chapnian:by Lamb, probably 
haying m mind a similar passage in The Bliiid Beggar. 

21. The Blind Beggar of Alexandria, (Pearson's ed. 
VoL I. p. 20), * heaps ' ; printed * hopes in Table Book. 

22. FojUU JeaUmsy, Act iiL (p. 35, ed. 1678). < Anon ' 
in ' Table Book.' The passage reads in the original : — 

** (Then was) his face demure, with hand on breast 
Turning his eyes to Heaven, and ^oaning sighs, 
As you have seen, my lord, a canting preacher," &;c. 

23. Ibid, (p. 84). MS. contains two more lines : — 

'* For they cdl doubt what they pretend to know. 
And fear to mount lest they should fall below. 

24. Thyestes, Act y. Sc. 1. Heading in MS. 'Man.' 

25. Ibid, Act i. Sc. 1. ' To my grave I steal ' ; so eds. 
and MS., 'Table Book' reads * to my bed.' 

The Conspiracy, (sheet M2, ed. 1638). 
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